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Second Period (continued). 


EVENTS IN THE FAMILY, RELATED BY THE 
GOVERNOR. 


VOL. IIT. 36 


CHAPTER XLIV. 


THE RESURRECTION OF THE PAST. 


AFTER having identified my handwriting, I 
waited with some curiosity to see whether 
Helena would let her anger honestly show 
itself, or whether she would keep it down. 
She kept it down. 

‘Allow me to return good for evil.’ (The 
evil was uppermost, nevertheless, when Miss 
Gracedieu expressed herself in these self-deny- 
ing terms.) ‘ You ‘are no doubt anxious to 
know if Philip’s father has been won over to 
serve your purpose. Here is Philip's own 
account of it; the last of his letters that I shall 


trouble you to read.’ 
| 36—2 
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I looked it over. The memorandum 
follows which I made for my own use: 

An eccentric philosopher is as capable as the 
most commonplace human being in existence 
of behaving like an honourable man. Mr. 
Dunboyne read the letter which bore the 
Minister's signature, and handed it to his son. 
‘Can you answer that?’ was all he said. 
Philip’s silence confessed that he was unable 
to answer it—and Philip himself, I may add, 
rose accordingly in my estimation. His father 
pointed to the writing-desk. ‘I must spare 
my cramped hand,’ the philosopher resumed, 
‘and I must answer Mr. Gracedieu’s letter. 
Write, and leave a place for my signature.’ 
He began to dictate his reply. ‘ Sir,—My son 
Philip has seen your letter, and has no defence 
to make. In this respect he has set an example 
of candour, which I propose to follow. There 
is no excuse for him. What I can do to show 


that I feel for you, and agree with you, shall 
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be done. At the age which this young man 
has reached, the laws of England abolish the 
authority of his father. If he is sufficiently 
infatuated to place his honour and his happi- 
ness at the mercy of a lady, who has behaved 
to her sister as your daughter has behaved to 
Miss Eunice, I warn the married couple not to 
expect a farthing of my money, either during 
my lifetime or after my death. Your faithful 
servant, DunsoyNnr, SENior.’ Having  per- 
, formed his duty as secretary, Philip received 
his dismissal: ‘ You may send my reply to 
the post,’ his father said; ‘and you may keep 
Mr. Gracedieu’s letter. Morally speaking, I 
regard that last document as a species of 
mirror, in which a young gentleman like 
yourself may see how ugly he looks.’ This, 
Philip declared, was his father's form of 
farewell. 

I handed back the letter to Helena. Not a 


word passed between us. In sinister silence 
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she opened the door and left me alone in the 
room. 

That Mrs. Gracedieu and I had met in the 
bygone time, and—this was the only serious 
part of it—had met in secret, would now be 
made known to the Minister. Was I to blame 
for having shrunk from distressing my good 
friend, by telling him that his wife had pri- 
vately consulted me on the means of removing 
his adopted child from his house? And, 
even if I had been cruel enough to do this, 
would he have believed my statement against 
the positive denial with which the woman 
whom he loved and trusted would have cer- 
tainly met it? No! let the consequences of 
the coming disclosure be what they might, I 
failed to see any valid reason for regretting 
my conduct in the past time. 

I found Miss Jillgall waiting in the passage 
to see me come out. : 

Before I could tell her what had happened, 
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there was a ring at the house-bell. The visitor 
proved to be Mr. Wellwood, the doctor. I 
was anxious to speak to him on the subject of 
Mr. Gracedieu’s health. Miss Jillgall intro- 
duced me, as an old and dear friend of the 
Minister, and left us together in the dining- 
room. 

‘What do I think of Mr. Gracedieu ?’ he 
said, repeating the first question that I put. 
‘ Well, sir, [ think badly of him.’ 

Entering into details, after that ominous 
reply, Mr. Wellwood did not hesitate to say 
that his patient’s nerves were completely shat- 
tered. Disease of the brain had, as he feared, 
been already set up. ‘As to the causes which 
have produced this lamentable break-down,’ 
the doctor continued, ‘ Mr. Gracedieu has been 
in the habit of preaching extempore twice a 
day on Sundays, and sometimes in the week 
as well—and has uniformly refused to spare 


himself when he was in most urgent need of 
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rest. If you have ever attended his chapel, 
you have seen a man in a state of fiery en- 
thusiasm, feeling intensely every word that 
he utters. Think of such exhaustion as that 
implies going on for years together, and ac- 
cumulating its wasting influences on a sensi- 
tively-organized constitution. Add that he 
is tormented by personal anxieties, which he 
confesses to no one, not even to his own 
children—and the sum of it all is that a worse 
case of its kind, I am grieved to say, has never 
occurred in my experience.’ 

Before the doctor left me to go to his patient, 
I asked leave to occupy a minute more of his 
time. My object was, of course, to speak 
about Eunice. 

The change of subject seemed to be agree- 
able to Mr. Wellwood. He smiled good- 
humouredly. 

‘You need feel no alarm about the health 
of that interesting girl,’ he said. ‘When she 
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complained to me—at her age !—of not being 
able to sleep, [ should have taken it more 
seriously if I kad been told that she too had 
her troubles, poor little soul. Love-troubles, 
most likely—but don't forget that my profes- 
sional limits keep me in the dark! Have you 
heard that she took some composing medicine, 
which I had prescribed for her father? The 
effect (certain, in any case, to be injurious to 
a young girl) was considerably aggravated 
by the state of her mind at the time. A 
dream that frightened her, and something re- 
sembling delirium, seems to have followed. 
And she made matters worse, poor child, by 
writing in her diary about the visions and 
supernatural appearances that had terrified 
her. I was afraid of fever, on the day when 
they first sent for me. We escaped that com- 
plication, and I was at liberty to try the best 
of all remedies—quiet and change of air. I 


have no fears for Miss Eunice.’ 
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With that cheering reply he went up to the 
Minister’s room. 

All that I had found perplexing in Eunice 
was now made clear. I understood how her 
agony at the loss of her lover, and her keen 
sense of the wrong that she had suffered, had 
been strengthened in their disastrous influence 
by her experiment on the sleeping draught 
intended for her father. In mind and body, 
both, the poor girl was in the condition which 
offered its opportunity to the lurking here- 
ditary taint. It was terrible to think of 
what might have happened, if the all- 
powerful counter-influence had not been 
present to save her. | 

Before I had been long alone the servant-maid 
came in, and said the doctor wanted to see me. 

Mr. Wellwood was waiting in the passage, 
outside the Minister’s bedchamber. He asked 
if he could speak to me without interruption, 


and without the fear of being overheard. I 
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led him at once to the room which I occupied 
as a guest. 

‘ At the very time when it is most important 
to keep Mr. Gracedieu quiet,’ he said, ‘some- 
thing has happened to excite—I might almost 
say to infuriate him. He has left his bed, and is 
walking up and down the room; and, I don’t 
scruple to say, he is on the verge of madness. 
He insists on seeing you. Being wholly un- 
able to control him in any other way, I have 
consented to this. But I must not allow 
you to place yourself in what may be a dis- 
agreeable position, without a word of warning. 
Judging by his tones and his looks, he seems 
to have no very friendly motive for wishing to 
see you.’ 

Knowing perfectly well what had happened, 
and being one of those impatient people who 
can never endure suspense, I offered to go at 
once to Mr. Gracedieu’s room. The doctor 


asked leave to say one word more. 
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‘Pray be careful that you neither say nor 
do anything to thwart him,’ Mr. Wellwood 
resumed. ‘If he expresses an opinion, agree 
with him. If he is insolent and overbearing, 
don’t answer him. In the state of his brain, 
the one hopeful course to take is to let him 
have his own way. Pray remember that. I 
will be within call, in case of your wanting 


‘me.’ 


CHAPTER XLV. 


THE FATAL PORTRAIT. 


I KNOCKED at the bedroom door. 

‘Who's there ?’ 

Only two words—but the voice that uttered 
them, hoarse and peremptory, was altered 
almost beyond recognition. If [ had not 
known whose room it was, I might have 
doubted whether the Minister had really 
spoken to me. 

At the instant when I answered him, I was 
allowed to pass in. Having admitted me, he 
closed the door, and placed himself with his 
back against it. The customary pallor of his 


face had darkened to a deep red ; there was an 
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expression of ferocious mockery in his eyes. 
Helena’s vengeance had hurt her unhappy 
father far more severely than it seemed 
likely to hurt me. The doctor had said he 
was on the verge of madness. To my 
thinkin, he had already passed the boundary 
line. 

He received me with a boisterous affectation 
of cordiality. 

‘My excellent friend! Myadmirable, honour- 
able, welcome yuest, you don’t know how glad 
J am to see you. Stand a little nearer to the 
light ; | want to admire you.’ 

Remembering the doctor's advice, I obeyed 
him in silence. 

‘Ah, you were a handsome fellow when 
I first knew you,’ he said, * and you have some 
remains of it still left. Do you remember the 
time when you were a favourite with the 
ladies ? Qh, don’t pretend to be modest; 


don’t turn your back, now you are old, on 
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what you were in the prime of your life. Do 
you own that I am right ? 

What his object might be in saying this—if, 
indeed, he had an object—it was impossible to 
guess. The doctor’s advice left me no alterna- 
tive ; I hastened to own that he was right. As 
I made that answer, [ observed that he held 
something in his hand which was half hidden 
up the sleeve of his dressing-gown. What the 
nature of the object was [ failed to discover. 

‘And when I happened to speak of you 
somewhere, he went on, ‘I forget where—a 
member of my congregation—I don’t recollect 
who it was—told me you were connected with 
the aristocracy. Ilow were you connected ?’ 

He surprized me; but, however he had got 
his information, he had not been deceived. I 
told him that I was connected, through my 
mother, with the family to which he had 
alluded. 

‘The aristocracy! he repeated. ‘A race of 
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people who are rich, without earning their 
money, and noble because their great-grand- 
fathers were noble before them. They live in 
idleness and luxury—profligates who gratify 
their passions without shame and without 
remorse. Deny, if vou dare, that this is a true 
description of them.’ 

It was really pitiable. Teartily sorry for 
him, I pacified him again. 

‘And don't suppose T forget that you are 
one of them. Do you hear me, my noble 
friend ?’ 

There was no help for it—I made another 
conciliatory reply. 

‘So far,’ he resumed, ‘IT don’t complain of 
you. You have not attempted to deceive me 
—yet. Absolute silence is what I require 
next. Though you may not suspect it, my 
mind is in a ferment ; I must trv to think.’ 

To some extent at least, his thoughts 


betrayed themselves in his actions. He put 
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the object that I had half seen in his hand 
into the pocket of his dressing-gown, and 
moved to the toilet-table. Opening one of the 
drawers, he took from it a folded sheet of 
paper, and came back to me. 

‘A minister of the Gospel,’ he said, ‘is a 
sacred man, and has a horror of crime. You are 
safe, so far—provided you obey me. I havea 
solemn and terrible duty to perform. This is not 
the right place for it. Follow me downstairs.’ 

He led the way out. The doctor, waiting 
in the passage, was not near the stairs, and so 
escaped notice. ‘ What is it ?? Mr. Wellwood 
whispered. In the same guarded way, I said : 
‘He has not told me yet ; I have been careful 
not to irritate him.’ When we descended the 
stairs, the doctor followed us at a safe distance. 
Ile mended his pace when the Minister opened 
the door of the study, and when he saw us 
both pass in. Before he could follow, the door 
was closed and locked in his face. Mr. Grace- 


VOL, Ii. 37 


18 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 


dicu took out the key and threw it, through 
the open window, into the garden below. 

Turning hack into the room, he laid the 

folded shect of paper on the table. That done, 
he spoke to me. 
» distrust my own weakness,’ he said. ‘A 
dreadful necessity confronts me—T might 
Khirink from the horrid idea, and, if T could 
open the door, might try to get away, Escape 
is impossible now. We are prisoners together. 
But don't suppose that we are alone. There 
is a third person present, who will judge 
between you and me, Look there!’ 

He pointed solemnly to the portrait of his 
wife, [It was a small picture, very simply 
framed; representing the face in a ‘three- 
quarter’ view, and part of the figure only, As 
a work of art it was contemptible; but, as a 
likeness, it answered its purpose. My un- 
happy friend stood before it, in an attitude of 


dejection, covering his face with his hands. 
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In the interval of silence that followed, I 
was reminded that an unseen friend was keep- 
ing watch outside. 

Alarmed by having heard the key turned 
in the lock, and realizing the embarrassment 
of the position in which T was placed, the 
doctor had discovered a discreet way of com- 
municating with me. He slipped one of his 
Visiting-cards under the door, with these 
words written on it: ‘ How can I help you ?’ 

I took the pencil from my pocket-book, and 
wrote on the blank side of the eard: * He has 
thrown the key into the garden ; look for it 
under the window.’ A glance at the Minister, 
before I returned my reply, showed that his 
attitude was unchanged, Without being seen 
or suspected, I, in my turn, slipped the card 
under the door. 

The slow minutes followed each other—and 
still nothing happened. 

My anxiety to see how the doctor's search 

37—2 
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In the interval of silence that followed, I 
was reminded that an unseen friend was keep- 
ing watch outside. 

Alarmed by having heard the key turned 
in the lock, and realizing the embarrassment 
of the position in which I was placed, the 
doctor had discovered a discreet way of com- 
municating with me. He slipped one of his 
visiting-cards under the door, with these 
words written on it: ‘ How can I help you ?’ 

I took the pencil from my pocket-book, and 
wrote on the blank side of the card: ‘ He has 
thrown the key into the garden ; look for it 
under the window.’ A glance at the Minister, 
before I returned my reply, showed that his 
attitude was unchanged. Without being seen 
or suspected, I, in my turn, slipped the card 
under the door. 

The slow minutes followed each other—and 
still nothing happened. 

My anxiety to see how the doctor's search 

37—2 
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for the key was succeeding, tempted me to. 
approach the window. On my way to it, the 
tail of my coat threw down a little tray con- 
taining pens and pencils, which had been left 
close to the edge of the table. Slight as the 
noise of the fall was, it disturbed Mr. Grace- 
dieu. He looked round vacantly. 

‘IT have been comforted by prayer,’ he told 
me. ‘The weakness of poor humanity has 
found strength in the Lord.’ He pointed to 
the portrait once more : ‘My hands must not 
presume to touch it, while I am still in doubt. 
Take it down.’ 

I removed the picture and placed it, by his 
directions, on a chair that stood midway 
between us. To my surprise his tones 
faltered ; 1 saw tears rising in hiseyes. ‘ You 
may think you see a picture there,’ he eaid. 
‘You are wrong. You see my wife her- 
self. Stand here, and look at my wife with 


me, 
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We stood together, with our eyes fixed on 
the portrait. 

Without anything said or done on my part 
to irritate him, he suddenly turned to me in a 
state of furious rage. ‘Not a sign of sorrow!’ 
he burst out. ‘Notablush of shame! Wretch, 
you stand condemned by the atrocious com- 
posure that I see in vour face!’ 

A first discovery of the odious suspicion of 
which I was the object, dawned on my mind 
at that moment. My capacity for restraining 
myself completely failed me. I spoke to him 
as if he had been an accountable being. ‘ Once 
for all,’ I said, ‘tell me what I have a right to 
know. You suspect me of something. What 
18 it ?” 

Instead of directly replying, he seized my 
arm, and led me to the table. ‘ Take up that 
paper,’ he said. ‘There is writing onit. Read 
—and let Her judge between us. Your life 


depends on how you answer me.’ 
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Was there a weapon concealed in the room ? 
or had he got it in the pocket of his dressing- 
gown? I listened for the sound of the doctor’s 
returning footsteps in the passage outside, and 
heard nothing. My life had once depended, 
years since, on my success in heading the 
arrest of an escaped prisoner. I was not 
conscious, then, of feeling my energies weakened 
by fear. But that man was not mad; and I 
was younger, in those days, by a good twenty 
years or more. At my later time of life, I 
could show my old friend that I was not 
afraid of him—but I was conscious of an effort 
in doing it. 

I opened the paper. ‘Am I to read this to 
myself?’ IT asked. ‘ Oram I to read it aloud ?’ 

‘ Read it aloud !’ 

In these terms, his daughter addressed him : 


‘T have been so unfortunate, dearest father, 
as to displease you, and I dare not hope that 
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you will consent to receive me. What it is 
my painful duty to tell you, must be told in 
writing. 

‘Grieved as I am to distress you, in your 
present state of health, I must not hesitate to 
reveal what it has been my misfortune—I may 
even say my misery, when I think of my 
mother—to discover. 

‘But let me make sure, in such a serious 
matter as this is, that I am not mistaken. 

‘In thuse happy past days, when I was still 
dear to my father, you said you thought of 
Writing to invite a dearly-valued friend to pay 
a visit to this house. You had first known 
him, as I understood, when my mother was 
still living. Many interesting things you 
told me about this old friend, but you never 
mentioned that he knew, or that he had even 
seen, my mother. I was left to suppose that 
those two had remained strangers to each other 
to the day of her death. 


24 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 


‘If there is any misinterpretation here of 
what you said, or perhaps of what you meant 
to say, pray destroy what I have written 
without turning to the next page ; and forgive 
me for having innocently startled you by a 


false alarm.’ 


Mr. Gracedieu interrupted me. 

‘Put it down!’ he cried ; ‘1 won’t wait till 
you have got to the end—TI shall question you 
now. (rive me the paper ; it will help me to 
keep this mystery of iniquity clear in my own 
mind.’ 

[ gave him the paper. 

He hesitated—and looked at the portrait 
once more. ‘Turn her away from me,’ he 
said ; ‘I can't face my wife.’ 

I placed the picture with its back to him. 

He consulted the paper, reading it with but 
little of the confusion and hesitation which 
my experience of him had induced me to an- 
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ticipate. Had the mad excitement that 
possessed him exercised an influence in clear- 
ing his mind, resembling in some degree the 
influence exercised by a storm in clearing the 
air? Whatever the right explanation may be, 
I can only report what I saw. I could hardly 
have mastered what his daughter had written 
more readily, if I had been reading it myself. 

‘ Helena tells me,’ he began, ‘that you said 
you knew her by her likeness to her mother. 
Is that true ?’ 

‘Quite true.’ 

‘And you made an excuse for leaving her— 
see! here it is, written down. You made an 
excuse, and left her when she asked for an 
explanation.’ 

‘T did.’ 

He consulted the paper again. 

‘ My daughter says—No! I won't be hurried 
and I won’t be interrupted—she says you were 
confused. Is that so?’ 
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‘It is so. Let your questions wait for a 
moment. I wish to tell you why I was con- 
fused.’ 

‘Haven’t I said I won’t be interrupted? 
Do you think you can shake my resolution ?’ 
He referred to the paper again. ‘I have lost 
the place. It’s your fault—find it for me.’ 

The evidence which was intended to convict 
me was the evidence which I was expected to 
find! I pointed it out to him. 

His natural courtesy asserted itself in spite 
of his anger. He said ‘Thank you, and 
questioned me the moment after as fiercely as 
ever. ‘Go back to the time, sir, when we 
met in your rooms at the prison. Did you 
know my wife then ?’ 

‘Certainly not.’ 

‘ Did you and she see each other—ha! I’ve 
got it now—did you see each other after I had 
left the town? No prevarication! You own 
to telling Helena that you knew her by her 
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likeness to her mother. You must have seen 
her mother. Where?’ 

I made another effort to defend myself. He 
again refused furiously to hear me. It was 
useless to persist. Whatever the danger that 
threatened me might be, the sooner it showed 
itself the easier I should feel. I told him that 
Mrs. Gracedieu had called on me, after he and 
his wife had left the town. 

‘Do you mean to tell me,’ he cried, ‘ that 
She came to You?’ 

‘TI do.’ 

After that answer, he no longer required 
the paper to help him. He threw it from him 
on the floor. 

‘And you received her,’ he said, ‘ without 
inquiring whether | knew of her visit or not? 
Guilty deception on your part—guilty decep- 
tion on her part. Qh, the hideous wickedness 
of it !’ 

When his mad suspicion that I had been 
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his wife’s lover betrayed itself in this way, I 
made a last attempt, in the face of my own 
conviction that it was hopeless, to place my 
conduct and his wife’s conduct before him in 
the true light. 

‘Mrs. Gracedien’s object was to consult 
me——’ Before I could say the next words, 
I saw him put his hand into the pocket of 
his dressing-gown. 

‘An innocent man;’ he sternly declared, 
‘would have told me that my wife had been 
to see him—you kept ita secret. An innocent 
woman would have given me a reason for 
wishing to go to you—she kept it a secret, 
when she left my house; she kept it a secret 
when she came back.’ 

‘Mr. Gracedieu, I insist on being heard! 
Your wife's motive—— 

He drew from his pocket the thing that he 
had hidden from me. This time, there was: 





no concealment; he let me see that he was 
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opening a razor. It was no time for asserting 
my innocence ; I had to think of preserving 
my life. When a man is without firearms, 
what defence can avail against a razor in the 
hands ofamadman? A chair was at my side; 
it. offered the one poor: means of guarding 
myself that I could see. I laid my hand on 
it, and kept my eye on him. 

He paused, looking backwards and forwards 
between the picture and me. 

‘Which of them shall I kill first?’ he said 
to himself. ‘The man who was my trusted 
friend? Or the woman whom I believed to 
be an angel onearth? He stopped once more, 
in a state.of fierce self-concentration, debating 
what he should do. ‘The woman,’ he decided. 
‘Wretch! Fiend! Harlot! How I loved 
her!!!’ 

With a yell of fury, he pounced on the 
picture—ripped the canvas out of the frame— 


and cut it malignantly into fragments. As 
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they dropped from the razor: on the floor, he 
stamped on them, and ground them under his 
foot. ‘Go, wife of my bosom,’ he cried, with 
a dreadful mockery of voice and look—‘ go, 
and burn everlastingly in the place of torment !’ 
His eyes glared at me. ‘ Your turn now,’ he 
said—and rushed at me with his weapon ready 
in his hand. [ hurled the chair at his right 
arm. ‘The razor dropped on the floor. I 
caught him by the wrist. Like a wild animal 
he tried to bite me. With my free hand—if I 
had known how to defend myself in any other 
way, | would have taken that way—with my 
free hand I seized him by the throat ; forced 
him back; and held him against the wall. 
My grasp on his throat kept him quiet. But 
the dread of seriously injuring him so com- 
pletely overcame me, that I forgot I was a 
prisoner in the room, and was on the point 
of alarming the household by a cry for 
help. 
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I was still struggling to preserve my self- 
control, when the sound of footsteps broke 
the silence outside. I heard the key turn 
in the lock, and saw the doctor at the open 


door. 


CHAPTER XLVI. 


THE CUMBERSOME LADIES. 


I cannor prevail upon myself to dwell at any 
length on the events that followed. 

We secured my unhappy friend, and carried 
him to his bed. It was necessary to have 
men in attendance who could perform the 
duty of watching him. The doctor sent for 
them, while I went downstairs to make the 
best I could of the miserable news which it 
was impossible entirely to conceal. 

All that I could do to spare Miss Jillgall, I 
did. I was obliged to acknowledge that there’ 
had been an outbreak of violence, and that the 
portrait of the Minister’s wife had been de- 
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stroyed by the Minister himself. Of Helena’s 
revenge on me I said nothing. It had led to 
consequences which even her merciless malice 
could not have contemplated. There were no 
obstacles in the way of keeping secret the 
attempt on my life. But I was compelled to 
own that Mr. Gracedieu had taken a dislike to 
me, which rendered it necessary that my visit 
should be brought to an end. I hastened to 
add that I should go to the hotel, and should 
wait there until the next day, in the hope of 
hearing better news. 

Of the multitude of questions with which 
poor Miss Jillgall overwhelmed me—of the 
wild words of sorrow and alarm that escaped 
her—of the desperate manner in which she 
held by my arm, and implored me not to go 
away, when I must see for myself that ‘she 
was @ person entirely destitute of presence of 
mind ’—I shall say nothing. The undeserved 
suffering that is inflicted on innocent persons 
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by the sins of others demands silent sympathy ; 
and, to that extent at least, I can say that I 
honestly felt for my quaint and pleasant little 
friend. 

In the evening the doctor called on me at 
the hotel. The medical treatment of his 
patient had succeeded in calming the mad- 
dened brain under the influence of sleep. If 
the night passed quietly, better news might 
be hoped for in the morning. 

On the next day I had arranged to drive 
to the farm, being resolved not to disappoint 
Eunice. But I shrank from the prospect of 
having to distress her as I had already dis- 
tressed Miss Jillgall. The only alternative 
left was to repeat the sad story in writing, 
subject to the concealments which I had 
already observed. ‘This I did, and sent the 
letter by messenger, overnight, so that Eunice 
might know when to expect me. 

The medical report, in the morning, justified 
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some hope. Mr. Gracedieu had slept well, and 
there had been no reappearance of insane vio- 
lence on his waking. But the doctor’s opinion 
was far from encouraging when we spoke of 
the future. He did not anticipate the cruel 
necessity of placing the Minister under restraint 
—unless some new provocation led to a new 
outbreak. The misfortune to be feared was 
imbecility. 

I was just leaving the hotel, to keep my 
appointment with Eunice, when the waiter 
announced the arrival of a young lady who 
wished to speak with me. Before I could ask 
if she had mentioned her name, the young 
lady herself walked in—Helena Gracedieu. 

She explained her object in calling on me, 
with the exasperating composure which was- 
peculiarly her own. No parallel to it occurs 
to me in my official experience of shameless — 
women. 

‘I don’t wish to speak of what happened 
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peasy: so far as [ know anything about 
it,’ she began. ‘It is quite enough for me 
that you have been obliged to leave the house 
and to take refuge in this hotel. I have come 
to say a word about the future. Are you 
honouring me with your attention ?’ 

I signed to her to go on. If I had answered 
in words, I should have told her to leave the 
room. 

‘At first,’ she resumed, ‘I thought of 
writing ; but it occurred to me that you 
might keep my letter, and show it to Philip, 
by way of lowering me in his good opinion, 
as you have lowered me in the good opinion 
.of his father. My object in coming here is to 
giv yon a word of warning. If you attempt 
to make mischief next between Philip and 
myself, I shall hear of it—and you know what 
to expect, when you have Me for an enemy. 
It is not worth while to say any more. We 


understand each other, I hope ?’ 
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She was determined to have a reply—and 
she got it. 

‘Not quite yet,’ I said. ‘I have been 
hitherto, as becomes a gentleman, always 
mindful of a woman’s claims to forbearance. 
You will do well not to tempt me into for- 
getting that you are a woman, by prolonging 
your visit. Now, Miss Helena Gracedieu, we 
understand each other.’ | 

She made me a low curtsy, and answered 
in her finest tone of irony: ‘I only desire to 
wish you a pleasant journey home.’ 

I rang for the waiter. ‘Show this lady 
out,’ I said. 

Even this failed to have the slightest effect 
on her. She sauntered to the door, as per- 
fectly at her ease as if the room had been hers 
—not mine. 

I had thought of driving to the farm. Shall 
I confess it? My temper was so completely ‘ 
upset that active movement of some kind 
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offered the one means of relief in which I 
could find refuge. The farm was not more 
than five miles distant, and I had been a 
good walker all my life. After making the 
needful inquiries, I set forth to visit Eunice 
on foot. 

My way through the town led me past the 
Minister's house. I had left the door some 
fifty yards behind me, when I saw two ladies 
approaching. They were walking, in the 
friendliest manner, arm in arm. As they 
came nearer, I discovered Miss Jillgall. Her 
companion was the middle-aged lady who 
had declined to give her name, when we met 
accidentally at Mr. Gracedieu’s door. 

Hysterically impulsive, Miss Jillgall seized 
both my hands, and overwhelmed me with 
entreaties that I would go back with her to 
the house. I listened rather absently. The 
middle-aged lady happened to be nearer to me 
now than on either of the former occasions on 
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which I had seen her. There was something 
in the expression of her eyes which seemed 
to be familiar to me. But the effort of my 
memory was not helped by what I observed 
in the other parts of her face. The iron-gray 
hair, the baggy lower eyelids, the fat cheeks, . 
the coarse complexion, and the double chin, 
were features, and very disagreeable features 
too, which I had never seen at any former 
time. 

‘Do pray come back with us,’ Miss Jillgall 
pleaded. ‘We were just talking of you. I 


? 





and my friend There she stopped, 
evidently on the point of blurting out the 
name which she had been forbidden to utter 
in my hearing. 

The lady smiled ; her provokingly familiar 
eyes rested on me with a humorous enjoy- 
ment of the scene. 

‘My dear,’ she said to Miss Jillgall, ‘caution 
ceases to be a virtue when it ceases to be of 
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any use. The Governor is beginning to re- 
member me, and the inevitable recognition— 
with Ais quickness of perception—is likely to 
be a matter of minutes now.’ She turned to 
me. ‘In more ways than one, sir, women are 
hardly used by Nature. As they advance in 
years they lose more in personal appearance than 
the men do. You are white-haired, and (pray 
excuse me) you are too fut; and (allow me to 
take another liberty) you stoop at the shoulders 
—but you have not entirely lost your good 
looks. J am no longer recognisable. Allow 
me to prompt you, as they say on the stage. 
IT am Mrs. Tenbruggen.’ 

As a man of the world, I ought to have 
_been capable of concealing my astonishment 
and dismay. She struck me dumb. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen in the town! The one 
woman whose appearance Mr. Gracedieu had 
dreaded, and justly dreaded, stood before me 
—free, as a friend of his kinswoman, to enter 


THE CUMBERSOME LADIES. 41 


his house, at the very time when he was a 
helpless man, guarded by watchers at his 
bedside. My first clear idea was to get away 
from both the women, and consider what was 
to be done next. I bowed—and begged to be 
excused—and said I was in a hurry, all in a 
breath. 

Hearing this, the best of genial old maida 
was unable to restrain her curiosity. ‘ Where 
are you going ?’ she asked. 

Too confused to think of an excuse, I said 
I was going to the farm. 

‘To see my dear Kuneece ?’ Miss Jillgall 
burst out. ‘Oh, we will go with you !’ Mrs. 
Tenbruggen’s politeness added immediately, 


‘With the greatest pleasure.’ 


CHAPTER XLVIL. 
THE JOURNEY TO THE FARM. 


My first ungrateful impulse was to get rid 
of the two cumbersome ladies who had offered 
to be my companions. It was needless to call 
upon my invention for an excuse ; the truth, 
as I gladly perceived, would serve my pur- 
pose. I had only to tell them that I had 
arranged to walk to the farm. 

Lean, wiry, and impetuous, Miss Jillgall 
received my excuse with the sincerest approval 
of it, as a new idea. ‘Nothing could be more 
agreeable to me, she declared ; ‘I have been 
a wonderful walker all my life.’ She turned 
to her friend. ‘We will go with him, my 


dear. won’t we ?’ 
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Mrs. Tenbruggen’s reception of this pro- 
posal inspired me with hope ; she asked how 
far it was to the farm. ‘Five miles!’ she 
repeated. ‘ And five miles back again, unless 
the farmer lends us a cart. My dear Selina, 
you might as well ask me to walk to the 
North Pole. You have got rid of one of us, 
Mr. Governor,’ she added pleasantly; ‘and 
the other, if you only walk fast enough, you 
will leave behind you on the road. If I 
believed in luck—which I don’t—I should 
call you a fortunate man.’ 

But companionable Selina would not hear 
of a separation. She asked, in her most 
irresistible manner, if I objected to driving 
instead of walking. Her heart’s dearest wish, 
she said, was to make her bosom friend and 
myself better acquainted with each other. 
To conclude, she reminded me that there was 
a cab-stand in the next street. 

Perhaps I might have been influenced by 


44 | THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 


my distrust of Mrs. Tenbruggen, or perhaps 
by my anxiety to protect Eunice. It struck 
me that I might warn the defenceless girl to 
be on her guard with Mrs. Tenbruggen to 
better purpose, if Eunice was in a position 
to recognise her in any future emergency that 
might occur. To my mind, this dangerous 
woman was doubly formidable—and for a 
good reason : she was the bosom friend of that 
innocent and unwary person, Miss Jillgall. 

So I amiably consented to forego my walk, 
yielding to the superior attraction of Mrs. 
Tenbruggen’s company. On that day the 
sunshine was tempered by a delightful breeze. 
If we had been in the biggest and worst- 
governed city on the civilized earth, we should 
have found no public vehicle, open to the air, 
which could offer accommodation to three 
people. Being only in a country town, we 
had a light four-wheeled chaise at our disposal, 


as a matter of course. 
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No wise man expects to be mercifully 
treated, when he is shut into a carriage with 
a vnature single lady, inflamed by curiosity. 
I was not unprepared for Miss Jillgall when 
she alluded, for the second time, to the sad 
events which had happened in the house on 
the previous day—and especially to the de- 
struction by Mr. Gracedieu of the portrait 
of his wife. 

‘Why didn’t he destroy something else ?’ 
she pleaded piteously. ‘It is such a disap- 
pointment to Me. I never liked that picture 
myself. Of course I ought to have admired 
the portrait of the wife of my benefactor. But 
no—that disagreeable painted face was too much 
for me. I should have felt inexpressibly re- 
lieved, if I could have shown it to Elizabeth, 
and heard her say that she agreed with me.’ 

‘Perhaps I saw it when I called on you.’ 
Mrs. Tenbruggen suggested. ‘Where did the 
picture hang ?” 
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“My dear! I received you in the dining- 
room, and the portrait hung in Mr. Grace- 
dieu’s study.’ 

What they said to each other next, escaped 
my attention. Quite unconsciously, Miss 
Jillgall had revealed to me a danger which 
neither the Minister nor I had discovered, 
though it had conspicuously threatened 
us both on the wall of the study. The act 
of mad destruction which, if I had possessed 
the means of safely interfering, I should cer- 
tainly have endeavoured to prevent, now 
assumed a new and startling aspect. If Mrs. 
Tenbruggen really had some motive of her 
own for endeavouring to identify the adopted 
child, the preservation of the picture must 
have led her straight to the end in view. 
The most casual opportunity of comparing 
Helena with the portrait of Mrs. Gracedieu 
would have revealed the likeness between 


mother and daughter—and, that result at- 
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tained, the identification of Eunice with the 
infant whom the ‘ Miss Chance’ of those days 
had brought to the prison must inevitably 
have followed. It was perhaps natural that 
Mr. Gracedieu’s infatuated devotion to the 
memory of his wife, should jhave blinded him 
to the betrayal of Helena’s parentage, which 
met his eyes every time he entered his study. 
But that I should have been too stupid to 
discover what he had failed to see, was a 
wound dealt to my self-esteem which I was 
vain enough to feel acutely. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen’s voice, cheery and humor- 
ous, broke in on my reflections, with an odd 
question : 

‘Mr. Governor, do you ever condescend to 
read novels ?’ 

‘It’s not easy to say, Mrs. Tenbruggen, 
how grateful I am to the writers of novels.’ 

‘Ah! TI read novels, too. But I blush to 
confess—do I blush ?—that I never thought 
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of feeling grateful till you mentioned it. 
Selina and I don’t complain of your prefer- 
ring your own reflections to our company. On 
the contrary, you have reminded us agreeably 
of the heroes of fiction, when the author 
describes them as being “‘absorbed in thought.” 
For some minutes, Mr. Governor, you have 
been a hero ; absorbed, as I venture to guess, 
in unpleasant remembrances of the time when 
I was a single lady. You have not forgotten 
how badly I behaved, and what shocking 
things I said, in those bygone days. Am 
I right ?” | 

‘You are entirely wrong.’ 

It is possible that I may have spoken a 
little too sharply. Anyway, faithful Selina 
interceded for her friend. ‘Qh, dear Sir, don’t 
be hard on Elizabeth! She always means 
well.’ Mrs. Tenbruggen, as facetious as ever, 
made a grateful return for a small compliment. 
She chucked Miss Jillgall under the chin, with 
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the air of an amorous old gentleman express- 
ing his approval of a pretty servant-girl. It 
was impossible to look at the two, in their 
relative situations, without laughing. But 
Mrs. Tenbrugyen failed to cheat me into 
altering my opinion of her. Innocent Miss 
Jillgall clapped her ugly hands, and said: 
‘Isn’t she good company ?’ 

Mrs. Tenbruggen’s social resources were 
not exhausted yet. She suddenly shifted to 
the serious side of her character. 

‘Perhaps I have improved a little,’ she 
said, ‘as I have advanced in years. The 
sorrows of an unhappy married life may have 
had a purifying influence on my nature. My 
husband andI began badly. Mr. Tenbruggen 
thought I had money; and I thought Mr. — 
Tenbruggen had money. He was taken in 
by me ; and I was taken in by him. When 
he repeated the words of the marriage service 
(most impressively read by your friend the 
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Chaplain): ‘ With all my worldly goods I 
thee endow’—his eloquent voice suggested 
one of the largest incomes in Europe. When 
I promised and vowed, in my turn, the delight- 
ful prospect of squandering my rich husband's 
money made quite a new woman of me. I 
declare solemnly, when I said I would love, 
honour, and obey Mr. T., I looked as if I 
really meant it. Wherever he is now, poor 
dear, he is cheating somebody. Such a hand- 
some gentlemanlike man, Selina! And, oh, 
Mr. Governor, such a blackguard !’ 

Having described her husband in those 
terms, she got tired of the subject. We were 
now favoured with another view of this many- 
sided woman. She appeared in her professional 
character. 

‘Ah, what a delicious breeze is blowing, out 
here in the country!’ she said. ‘Will you 
excuse me if I take off my gloves? I want 


to air my hands.’ She held up her hands to 
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the breeze ; firm, muscular, deadly white 
hands. ‘In my professional occupation,’ she 
explained, ‘I am always rubbing, tickling, 
squeezing, tapping, kneading, rolling, striking 
the muscles of patients. Selina, do you know 
the movements of your own joints? Flexion, 
extension, abduction, adduction, rotation, cir- 
cumduction, pronation, supination, and the 
lateral movements. Be proud of those accom- 
plishments, my dear, but beware of attempting 
to become a Masseuse. There are drawbacks 
to that vocation—and I am conscious of one 
of them at this moment.’ She lifted her hands 
to her nose. ‘Pah! my hands smell of other 
people’s flesh. The delicious country air will 
blow it away—the luxury of purification!’ 
Her fingers twisted and quivered, and got 
crooked at one moment and straight again at 
another, and showed themselves in succession 
singly, and flew into each other fiercely inter- 
laced, and then spread out again like the sticks 
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of a fan, until it really made me giddy to look 
at them. As for Miss Jillgall, she lifted her 
poor little sunken eyes rapturously to the sky, 
as if she called the honest sunlight to witness 
that this was the most lovable woman on the 
face of the earth. 

Rut elderly female fascination offers its 
allurements in vain to the rough animal, man. 
Suspicion of Mrs. Tenbruggen’s motives had 
established itself firmly in my mind. Why 
had the popular Masseuse abandoned her bril- 
liant career in London, and plunged into the 
obscurity of a country town ? An oppor- 
tunity of clearing up the doubt thus suggested 
seerned to have presented itself now. ‘Is it 
indiscreet to ask,’ I said, ‘if you are here in 
your professional capacity ?” 

Her cunning seized its advantage and put a 
sly question to me. ‘Do you wish to be one 
of my patients yourself ?’ 

‘That is unfortunately impossible,’ I replied; 
‘J have arranged to return to London.’ 
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‘Immediately ? 

‘To-morrow at the latest.’ 

Artful as she was, Mrs. Tenbruggen failed 
to conceal a momentary expression of relief 
which betrayed itself, partly in her manner, 
partly in her face. She had ascertained, to 
her own complete satisfaction, that my speedy 
departure was an event which might be relied 
on. 

‘But I have not yet answered you,’ she 
resumed. ‘To tell the truth, [ am eager to 
try my hands on you. Massage, as I practise 
it, would lighten your weight, and restore 
your figure ; I may even say would lengthen 
your life. You will think of me, one of these 
days, won't you? Inthe meanwhile—yes! I 
am here in my professional capacity. Several 
interesting cases; and one very remarkable 
person, brought to death’s door by the doctors; 
a rich man who is liberal in paying his fees, 
There is my quarrel with London, and 
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Londoners. Some of their papers, medical 
newspapers of course, declare that my fees are 
exorbitant ; and there is a tendency among 
the patients—I mean the patients who are 
rolling in riches—to follow the lead of the 
newspapers. [am no worm to be trodden on, 
in that way. The London people shall wait 
for me, until they miss me—and, when I do 
go back, they will find the fees increased. J/y 
fingers and thumbs, Mr. Governor, are not to 
be insulted with impunity.’ 

Miss Jillgall nodded her head at me. It 
was an eloquent nod. ‘ Admire my spirited 
friend,’ was the interpretation I put on it. 

At the same time, my private sentiments 
suggested that Mrs. Tenbruggen’s reply was 
too perfectly satisfactory, viewed as an explan- 
ation. My suspicions were by no means set at 
rest ; and I was resolved not to let the subject 
drop yet. ‘Speaking of Mr. Gracedieu, and of 
the chances of his partial recovery,’ I said, 
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‘do you think the Minister would benefit by 
Massage ?” 

‘I haven't a doubt of it, if you can get rid 
of the doctor.’ 

‘You think he would be an obstacle in the 
way ?” 

‘There are some medical men who are 
honourable exceptions to the general rule ; 
and he may be one of them,’ Mrs. Tenbruggen 
admitted. ‘Don’t be too hopeful. As a 
doctor, he belongs to the most tyrannical 
trades-union in existence. May I make a 
personal remark ?’ 

‘ Certainly.’ 

‘I find something in your manner—pray 
don’t suppose that I am angry—which looks 
like distrust ; I mean, distrust of Me.’ 

Miss Jillgall’s ever ready kindness inter- 
fered in my defence: ‘Oh, no, Elizabeth! You: 
are not often mistaken ; but indeed you are 


wrong now. Look at my distinguished friend. 
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I remember my copy-book, when I was a 
small creature learning to write, in England. 
There were first lines that we copied, in big 
letters, and one of them said, “ Distrust Is 
Mean.” I know a young person, whose name 
begins with H, who is one mass of meanness. 
But '—excellent Selina paused, and pointed to 
me with a gesture of triumph—‘no meanness 
there!’ 

Mrs. Tenbruggen waited to hear what I had 
to say, scornfully insensible to Miss Jillgall’s 
well-meant interruption. 

‘You are not altogether mistaken,’ I told 
her. ‘I can’t say that my mind is in a state 
of distrust, but I own that you puzzle me.’ 

‘How, if you please ?” 

‘May I presume that you remember the 
occasion when we met at Mr. Gracedieu’s 
house-door? You saw that I failed to recog- 
‘nise you, and you refused to give your name 
when the servant asked for it. A few days. 
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afterwards, 11 heard you (quite accidentally) 
forbid Miss Jillgall to mention your name 
in my hearing. I am ata loss to understand 
it.’ 

Before she could answer me, the chaise drew 
up at the gate of the farm-house. Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen carefully promised to explain what 
had puzzled me, at the first opportunity. 
‘If it escapes my memory,’ she said, ‘ pray 
remind me of it.’ 

I determined to remind her of it. Whether 
I could depend on her to tell me the truth, 
might be quite another thing. 


CHAPTER XLVIII. 
THE DECISION OF EUNICE. 


EuNIcE ran out to meet us, and opened the 
gate. She was instantly folded in Miss 
Jillgall’s arms. On her release, she came to 
me, eager for news of her father’s health. 
When I had communicated all that I thought 
it right to tell her of the doctor’s last report, 
she noticed Mrs. Tenbruggen. The appearance 
of a stranger seemed to embarrass her. [ left 
Miss Jillgall to introduce them to each other. 
‘Darling Euneece, you remember Mrs. 
Tenbruggen’s name, I am sure? Elizabeth, 
this is my sweet girl; ] mentioned her in my 


letters to you.’ 
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‘I hope she will be my sweet girl, when we 
know each other a little better. May I kiss 
you, dear? You have lovely eyes; but I am 
sorry to see that they don’t look like happy 
eyes. You want Mamma Tenbruggen to cheer 
you. What a charming old house !’ 

She put her arm round Eunice’s waist, and 
led her to the house-door. Her enjoyment of 
the creepers that twined their way up the 
pillars of the porch was simply perfection, as 
a piece of acting. When the farmer's wife 
presented herself, Mrs. Tenbruggen was so 
irresistibly amiable, and took such flattering 
notice of the children, that the harmless 
British matron actually blushed with pleasure. 
‘I’m sure, ma’am, you must have children of 
your own, shesaid. Mrs. Tenbruggen cast her 
eyes on the floor, and sighed with pathetic re- 
signation. A sweet little family, and all cruelly 
swept away by death. Ifthe performance meant 
anything, it did most assuredly mean that. 
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‘What wonderful self-possession !’ somebody 
whispered in my ear. The children in the room 
were healthy, well-behaved little creatures— 
but the name of the innocent one among them 
was Selina. 

Before dinner we were shown over the farm. 

The good woman of the house led the way, 
and Miss Jillgall and I accompanied her. The 
children ran on in front of us. Still keeping 
possession of Eunice, Mrs. Tenbruggen followed 
at some distance behind. I looked back, after 
no very long interval, and saw that a separa- 
tion had taken place. Mrs. Tenbruggen passed 
me, not looking so pleasantly as usual, joined 
the children, and walked with two of them, 
hand in hand, a pattern of maternal amiability. 
1 dropped back a little, and gave Eunice an 
opportunity of joining me; having puyposely 
left her to form her own opinion, without any 


adverse influence exercised on my part. 


‘Is that lady Prriend of yours ? she asked. 
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‘No; only an acquaintance. What do you 
think of her ? 

‘I thought I should like her, at first; she 
was so kind, and seemed to take such an in- 
terest in me. But she said such strange things 
—asked if I was reckoned like my mother, and 
which of us was the eldest, my sister or myself, 
and whether we were my father’s only two 
children, and if one of us was more his 
favourite than the other. What 1 could tell 
her, I did tell. But when I said I didn’t know 
which of us was the oldest, she gave me an 
impudent tap on the cheek, and said, ‘I don't 
believe you, child,” and left me. How can 
Selina be so fond of her? Don’t mention it 
to anyone else; I hope I shall never see her 
again.’ 

‘I will keep your secret, Eunice ; and you 
must keep mine. I entirely agree with 
you.’ 

‘You agree with me in digfking her? 

‘ 
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‘ Heartily.’ 

We could say no more at that time. Our 
friends in advance were waiting for us. We 
joined them at once. 

If I had felt any doubt of the purpose which 
had really induced Mrs. Tenbruggen to leave 
London, all further uncertainty on my part 
was at an end. She had some vile interest of 
her own to serve by identifying Mr. Grace- 
dieu’s adopted child—but what the nature of 
that interest might be, it was impossible to 
guegs. The future, when I thought of it now, 
filled me with dismay. A more utterly help- 
less position than mine it was not easy to 
conceive. To warn the Minister, in his present 
critical state of health, was simply impossible. 
My relations with Helena forbade me even to 
approach her. And, as for Selina, she was 
little less than a mere tool in the hands of her 
well-beloved friend. What, in God's name, 


was I to do? 
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At dinner-time, we found the master of the 
house waiting to bid us welcome. 

Personally speaking, he presented a remark- 
able contrast to the typical British farmer. He 
was neither big nor burly; he spoke English 
as well as I did; and there was nothing in his 
dress which would have made him a fit subject 
for a picture of rustic life. When he spoke, 
he was able to talk on subjects unconnected 
with agricultural pursuits ; nor did I hear him 
grumble about the weather and the crops. It 
was pleasant to see that his wife was proud of 
him, and that he was, what all fathers ought 
to be, his children’s best and dearest friend. 
Why do I dwell on these details, relating to a 
man whom I was not destined to see again ? 
Only because I had reason to feel grateful 
to him. When my spirits were depressed 
by anxiety, he made my mind easy about 
Eunice, as long as she remained in his 


house. 
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The social arrangements, when our meal 
was over, fell of themselves into the right 
train. 

Miss Jillgall went upstairs, with the mother 
and the children, to see the nursery and the 
bedrooms. Mrs. Tenbruggen discovered a bond 
of union between the farmer and herself; they 
were both skilled players at backgammon, and 
they sat down to try conclusions at their 
favourite game. Without any wearisome 
necessity for excuses or stratagems, Eunice 
took my arm and led me to the welcome re- 
tirement of her own sitting-room. 

I could honestly congratulate her, when I 
heard that she was established at the farm as 
a member of the family. While she was 
governess to the children, she was safe from 
dangers that might have threatened her, if she 
had been compelled by circumstances to return 
to the Minister’s house. 

The entry in her Journal, which she was 
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anxious that I should read, was placed before 
me next. 

I followed the poor child’s account of the 
fearful night that she had passed, with an 
interest that held me breathless to the end, A 
terrible dream, which had impressed a sense of 
its reality on the sleeper by reaching its climax 
in somnambulism —this was the obvious ex- 
planation, no doubt; and a rational mind 
would not hesitate to accept it. But a rational 
mind is not a universal gift, even in a 
country which prides itself on the idol-worship 
of Fact. Those good friends who are always 
better acquainted with our faults, failings, and 
weaknesses than we can pretend to be our- 
selves, had long since discovered that my 
nature was superstitious, and my imagination 
likely to mislead me in the presence of events 
which encouraged it. Well! I was weak 
enough to recoil from the purely rational 
view of all that Eunice had suffered, and 
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heard, and seen, on the fateful night recorded 
in her journal. Good and Evil walk the ways 
of this unintelligible world, on the same free 
conditions. If we cling, as many of us do, to 
the comforting belief that departed spirits can 
minister to earthly creatures for good—can be 
felt moving in us, in a train of thought, and 
seen as visible manifestations, in a dream— 
with what pretence of reason can we deny that 
the same freedom of supernatural influence 
which is conceded to the departed spirit, 
working for good, is also permitted to the 
departed spirit, working for evil? If the 
grave cannot wholly part mother and child, 
when the mother's life has been good, does 
eternal annihilation separate them, when the 
mother's life has been wicked? No! If the 
departed spirit can bring with it a blessing,- 
the departed spirit can bring with it a curse. 
I dared not confess to Eunice that the influence 


of her murderess-mother might, as I thought 


THE DECISION OF EUNICE. 67 


possible, have been supernaturally present 
when she heard temptation whispering in her 
ear; but I dared not deny it to myself. All 
that I could say to satisfy and sustain her, I 
did say. And when I declared—with my 
whole heart declared—that the noble passion 
which had elevated her whole being, and had 
triumphed over the sorest trials that desertion 
could inflict, would still triumph to the end, I 
saw hope, in that brave and true heart, showing 
its bright promise for the future in Eunice’s eyes. 

She closed and locked her journal. By 
common consent we sought the relief of 
changing the subject. Eunice asked me if it 
was really necessary that I should return to 
London. 

I shrank from telling her that I could be of 
no further use to her father, while he regarded 
me with an enmity which I had not deserved. 
But I saw no reason for concealing that it was 
my purpose to see Philip Dunboyne., 
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‘You told me yesterday,’ I reminded her, 
‘that I was to say you had forgiven him. Do 
you still wish me to do that ?’ 

‘Indeed I do!’ 

‘Have you thought of it seriously? Are 
you sure of not having been hurried by a 
generous impulse into saying more than you 
mean ?’ 

‘I have been thinking of it,’ she said, 
‘through the wakeful hours of last night—and 
many things are plain to me, which I was not 
sure of in the time when I was so happy. He 
has caused me the bitterest sorrow of my life, 
but he can’t undo the good that I owe to him. 
He has made a better girl of me, in the time 
when his love was mine. I don't forget that. 
Miserably as it has ended, I don't forget that.’ 

Her voice trembled; the tears rose in her 
eyes, It was impossible for me to conceal the 
distress that I felt. The noble creature saw it. 
‘No,’ she said faintly; ‘I am not going to cry. 


THE DECISION OF EUNICE. 69 


Don’t look so sorry for me.’ Her hand pressed 
my hand gently—she pitied me. When I saw 
how she struggled to control herself, and did 
control herself, I declare to God I could have 
gone down on my knees before her. 

She asked to be allowed to speak of Philip 
again, and for the last time. 

‘When you meet with him in London, he 
may perhaps ask if you have scen Eunice.’ 

‘My child! he is sure to ask.’ 

‘Break it to him gently—but don’t let him 
deceive himself. In this world, he must never 
hope to see me again.’ 

I tried—very gently—to remonstrate. ‘ At 
your age, and at his age,’ I said, ‘surely there 
is hope ?’ 

‘There is no hope.’ She pressed her hand 
on her heart. ‘I know it, I feel it, here.’ 

‘Oh, Eunice, it’s hard for me to say that !’ 

‘I will try to make it easier for you. Say 
that I have forgiven him—and say no more.’ 


CHAPTER XLIX. 
THE GOVERNOR ON HIS GUARD. 


AFTER leaving Eunice, my one desire was to 
be alone. I had much to think of, and I 
wanted an opportunity of recovering myself. 
On my way out of the house, in search of the 
first solitary place that I could discover, I 
passed the room in which we had dined. The 
door was ajar. Before I could get by it, 
Mrs. Tenbruggen stepped out and stopped 
me.? 

‘ Will you come in here for a moment?’ she 
said. ‘The farmer has been called away, and 
I want to speak to you.’ 

Very unwillingly—but how could I have 
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refused without giving offence ?—I entered the 
room. 

‘When you noticed my keeping my name 
from you, Mrs. Tenbruggen began, ‘while Selina 
was with us, you placed me in an awkward 
position. Our little friend is an excellent 
creature, but her tongue runs away with her 
sometimes; I am obliged to be careful of 
taking her too readily into my confidence. For 
instance, I have never told her what my name 
was before I married. Won't you sit down ? 

I had purposely remained standing as a 
hint to her not to prolong the interview. The 
hint was thrown away ; I took a chair. 

‘Selina’s letters had informed me,’ she re- 
sumed, ‘that Mr. Gracedieu was a nervous 
invalid. When I came to England, I had 
hoped to try what Massage might do to 
relieve him. The cure of their popular 
preacher might have advertised me through 
the whole of the Congregational sect. It was 
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essential to my success that I should present 
myself as a stranger. I could trust time and 
change, and my married name (certainly not 
known to Mr. Gracedieu) to keep up my in- 
cognito. He would have refused to see me if 
he had known that I was once Miss Chance.’ 

I began to he interested. 

Here was an opportunity, perhaps, of dis- 
covering what the Minister had failed to 
remember when he had been speaking of this 
woman, and when I had asked if he had ever 
offended her. I was especially careful in 
making my inquiries. . 

‘I remember how you spoke to Mr. Grace- 
dieu,’ I said, ‘ when you and he met, long ago, 
in myrooms. But surely you don't think him 
capable of vindictively remembering some 
thoughtless words, which escaped you sixteen 
or seventeen years since ?’ 

‘I am not quite such a fool as that, Mr. 


Governor. What I was thinking of was an un- 
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pleasant correspondence between the Minister 
and myself. Before I was so unfortunate as 
to meet with Mr. Tenbruggen, [ obtained a 
chance of employment in a public Institution, 
on condition that I included a clergyman 
among my references. Knowing nobody else 
whom I could apply to, I rashly wrote to Mr. 
Gracedieu, and received one of those cold and 
cruel refusals which only the strictest religious 
principle can produce. I was mortally offended 


at the time ; and if your friend the Minister 





had been within my reach She paused, 


and finished the sentence by a significant 
gesture. 

‘Well,’ I said, ‘ he is within your reach now.’ 

‘And out of his mind, she added. ‘Be- 
sides, one’s sense of injury doesn’t last (except 
ip novels and plays) through a series of years. 
I don’t pity him—and if an opportunity of 
shaking his high position among his admiring 


congregation presented itself, I dare say I 
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might make a mischievous return for his letter 
to me. In the meanwhile, we may drop the 
subject. I suppose you understand, now, why 
I concealed my name from you, and why I 
kept out of the house while you were in it.’ 

It was plain enough, of course. If I had 
known her again, or had heard her name, I 
might have told the Minister that Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen and Miss Chance were one and the 
same. And if I had seen her and talked with 
her in the house, my memory might have 
shown itself capable of improvement. Having 
politely presented the expression of my thanks, 
I rose to go. 

She stopped me at the door. 

‘Qne word more,’ she said, ‘ while Selina is 
out of the way. I need hardly tell you that 
I have not trusted her with the Minister's 
secret, You and [ are, as! take it, the only 
people now living who know the truth about 
those two girls. And we keep our advantage.’ 
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‘What advantage? I asked. 

‘Don’t you know ? 

‘I don’t indeed.’ 

‘No more do I. Female folly, and a slip of 
the tongue ; I am old and ugly, but I am still 
a woman. About Miss Eunice. Somebody 
has told the pretty little fool never to trust 
strangers. You would have been amused, if 
you had heard that sly young person pre- 
varicating with me. In one respect, her 
appearance strikes me. She is not like either 
the wretch who was hanged, or the poor victim 
who was murdered. Can she be the adopted 
child? Or is it the other sister, whom I have 
not seen yet? Oh, come! come! Don't try 
to look as if you didn't know. That is really 
too ridiculous.’ 

‘You alluded just now,’ I answered, ‘ to our 
“advantage” in being the only persons who 
know the truth about the two girls. Well, 
Mrs. Tenbruggen, I keep my advantage.’ 
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‘In other words,’ she rejoined, ‘you leave 
me to make the discovery for myself. Well, 
my friend, I mean to do it!’ 

* * % * * 

In the evening, my hotel offered to me the 
refuge of which I stood in need. I could 
think, for the first time that day, without 
intcrruption. 

Being resolved to sce Philip, I prepared 
myself for the interview by consulting my 
extracts once more. The letter, in which Mrs. 
Tenbruggen figures, inspired me with the hope 
of protection for Mr. Gracedicu, attainable 
through no less a person than Helena herself. 

To begin with, she would certainly share 
Philip’s aversion to the Masseuse, and her 
dislike of Miss Jillgall would, just as possibly, 
extend to Miss Jillgall’s friend. The hostile 
feeling thus set up might be trusted to keep 
watch on Mrs. Tenbruggen’s proceedings, with 


a vigilance not attainable by the coarser 
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observation of a man. In the event of an 
improvement in the Minister’s health, I should 
hear of it both from the doctor and from Miss 
Jillgall, and in that case I should instantly 
return to my unhappy friend and put him on 
his guard. 

I started for London by the early train in 
the morning. 

My way home from the terminus took me 
past the hotel at which the elder Mr. Dun- 
boyne was staying. I called on him. He was 
reported to be engaged; that is to say, im- 
mersed in his books. The address on one of 
Philip’s letters had informed me that he was 
staying at another hotel. Pursuing my in- 
quiries in this direction, I met with a severe 
disappointment. Mr. Philip Dunboyne had 
left the hotel that morning ; for what destina- 
tion neither the landlord nor the waiter could 
tell me. 

The next day’s post brought with it the in- 
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formation which I had failed to obtain. Miss 
Jillgall wrote, informing me in her strongest 
language that Philip Dunboyne had returned 
to Helena. Indignant Selina added: ‘ Helena 
means to make him marry her; and I promise 
you she shall fail, if I can stop it.’ 

In taking leave of Eunice, I had given her 
my address ; had warned her to be careful, if 
she and Mrs. Tenbruggen happened to meet 
again ; and had begged her to write to me, or 
to come to me, if anything happened to alarm 
her in my absence. 

In two days more, I received a line from 
Eunice, written evidently in the greatest 
agitation. 

‘Philip has discovered me. He has been 
here, and has insisted on seeing me. I have 
refused. The good farmer has so kindly taken 
my part. I can write no more.’ 


CHAPTER L. 


THE NEWS FROM THE FARM. 


Wuen I next heard from Miss Jillgall, the 
introductory part of her letter merely reminded 
me that Philip Dunboyne was established in 
the town, and that Helena was in daily com- 
munication with him. I shall do Selina no 
Injustice if my extract begins with her second 
page. 

‘You will sympathize, I am sure’ (she 
writes), ‘with the indignation which urged me 
to call on Philip, and tell him the way to the 
farmhouse. Think of Helena being deter- 
mined to marry him, whether he wants to or 


not! Iam afraid this is bad grammar. But 
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there are occasions when even a cultivated lady 
fails in her grammar, and almost envies the 
men their privilege of swearing when they are 
inarage. My state of mind is truly indescrib- 
able. Grief mingles with anger, when I tell 
you that my sweet Eunecce has disappointed 
me, for the first time since I had the happiness 
of knowing and admiring her. What can have 
been the motive of her refusal to receive her 
penitent lover? Is it pride? We are told 
that Satan fell through pride. Euneece 
satanic? Impossible! I feel inclined to go 
and ask her what has hardened her heart 
against a poor young man, who bitterly regrets 
his own folly. Do you think it was bad advice 
from the farmer or his wife? In that case, I 
shall exert my influence, and take her away. 
You would do the same, wouldn’t you ? 

‘I am ashamed to mention the poor dear 
Minister in a postscript. The truth is, I don’t 
very well know what I am about. Mr. Grace- 
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dieu is quiet, sleeps better than he did, eats 
with a keener appctite, gives no trouble. But, 
alas, that glorious intellect is in a state of 
eclipse! Do not suppose, because I write 
figuratively, that 1 am not sorry for him. He 
understands nothing ; he remembers nothing ; 
he has my prayers. 

‘You might come to us again, if you would 
only be so kind. It would make no difference 
now; the poor man is so sadly altered. I 
must add, most reluctantly, that the doctor 
recommends your staying at home. Between 
ourselves, he is little better than a coward. 
Fancy his saying: “No; we must not run 
that risk yet.” Iam barely civil to him, and 
no more. 

‘In any other affair (excuse me for troubling 
you with a second postscript), my sympathy 
with Euneece would have penctrated her 
motives ; I should have felt with her feelings. 
But I have never been in love; no gentleman 
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gave me the opportunity when I was young. 
Now | am middle-aged, neglect has done its 
dreary work—my heart is an extinct crater. 
Figurative again! I had better put my pen 


away, and say farewell for the present.’ 


Miss Jillgall may now give place to Eunice. 
The same day’s post brought me both letters. 

I should be unworthy indeed of the trust 
which this affectionate girl has placed in me, 
if I failed to receive her explanation of her 
conduct towards Philip Dunboyne, as a sacred 
secret confided to my fatherly regard. In 
those later portions of her letter, which are not 
addressed to me confidentially, Eunice writes 


as follows: 


‘I get news—and what heartbreaking news! 
—of my father, by sending a messenger to 
Selina. It is more than ever impossible that 
I can put myself in the way of seeing Helena 
again. She has written to me about Philip, 
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in a tone so shockingly insolent and cruel, that 
I have destroyed her letter. Philip’s visit to 
the farm, discovered I don't know how, seems 
to have infuriated her. She accuses me of 
doing all that she might herself have done in 
my place, and threatens me—No! Jam afraid 
of the wicked whisperings of that second self 
of mine if I think of it. They were near to 
tempting me when I read Helena’s letter. 
But I thought of what you said, after I had 
shown you my journal; and your words took 
my memory back to the days when I was 
happy with Philip. The trial and the terror 
passed away. 

‘Consolation has come to me from the best 
of good women. Mrs. Staveley writes as 
lovingly as my mother might have written, if 
death had spared her. I have replied with 
all the gratitude that I really feel, but without 
taking advantage of the services which she 
offers. Mrs. Staveley has it in her mind, as 

41—2 


84 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 


you had it in your mind, to bring Philip back 
to me. Does she forget, do you forget, that 
Helena claims him? But you both mean 
kindly, and I love you both for the interest 
that you feel in me. 

‘The farmer's wife—dear good soul !—hardly 
understands me so well as her husband does. 
She confesses to pitying Philip. “He is so 
wretched,” she says. ‘* And, dear heart, how 
handsome, and what nice winning manners! I 
don’t think I should have had your courage, in 
your place. To tell the truth, I should have 
jumped for joy when I saw him at the door; 
and I should have run down to let him in— 
and perhaps been sorry for it afterwards. If 
you really wish to forget him, my dear, I will 
do all I can to help you.” 

‘ These are trifling things to mention, but I 
am afraid you may think I am unhappy—and 
I want to prevent that. 

‘TI have so much to be thankful for, and the 
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children are so fond of me. Whether I teach 
them as well as I might have done, if I had 
been a more learned girl, may perhaps be 
doubtful. They do more for their governess, I 
am afraid, than their governess does for them. 
When they come into my room in the morn- 
ing, and rouse me with their kisses, the hour 
of waking, which used to be so hard to endure 
after Philip left me, is now the happiest hour 
of my day.’ 


With that reassuring view of her life as a 
governess, the poor child’s letter comes to an 


end. 


CHAPTER LI. 
THE TRIUMPH OF MRS. TENBRUGGEN. 


Miss JILLGALL appears again, after an interval, 
‘on the field of my extracts. My pleasant friend 
deserves this time a serious reception. She in- 
forms me that Mrs. Tenbruggen has begun the 
inquiries which | have the best reason to dread | 
—for I alone know the end which they are de- 
signed to reach. 

The arrival of this news affected me in two 
different ways. 

It was discouraging to find that circum- 
stances had not justified my reliance on 
Helena’s enmity as a counter-influence to 


Mrs. Tenbruggen. On the other hand, it 
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was a relief to be assured that my return to 
London would serve, rather than compromise, 
the interests which it was my chief anxiety to 
defend. I had foreseen that Mrs. Tenbruggen 
would wait to set her enterprise on foot, until 
I was out of her way ; and I had calculated on 
my absence as an event which would at least 
put an end to suspense by encouraging her to 
begin. 

The first sentences in Miss Jillgall’s letter 
explain the nature of her interest in the pro- 
ceedings of her friend, and are, on that account, 
worth reading. 

‘Things are sadly changed for the worse ’ 
(Selina writes); ‘but I don’t forget that 
Philip was once engaged to Euneece, and that 
Mr. Gracedieu’s extraordinary conduct towards 
him puzzled us all. The mode of discovery 
which dear Elizabeth suggested by letter, at 
that time, appears to be the mode which she 
is following now. When I asked why, she 
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- said ; “Philip may return to Eunecce; the 
Minister may recover—and will be all the 
more likely to do so if he tries Massage. In 
that case, he will probably repeat the conduct 
which surprised you ; and your natural curi- 
osity will ask me again to find out what it 
means. Am [ your friend, Selina, or am I 
not?” This was so delightfully kind, and so 
irresistibly conclusive, that I kissed her in a 
_ transport of gratitude. With what breathless 
interest I have watched her progress towards 
penetrating the mystery of the girls’ ages, it 1s 
quite needless to tell you.’ 
% * % + % 

Mrs. Tenbruggen’s method of keeping Miss 
Jillgall in ignorance of what she was really 
about, and Miss Jillgall’s admirable confidence 
in the integrity of Mrs. Tenbruggen, being now 
set forth on the best authority, an exact pre- 
sentation of the state of affairs will be com- 
pleted if I add a word more, relating to the 
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positions actually occupied towards Mrs. 
Tenbruggen’s enterprise, by my correspondent 
and myself. 

On her side, Miss Jillgall was entirely 
ignorant that one of the two girls was not Mr. 
Gracedieu’s daughter, but his adopted child. 
On my side, I was entirely ignorant of Mrs. 
Tenbruggen’s purpose in endeavouring to 
identify the daughter of the maurderess. 
Speaking of myself, individually, let me add 
that I only waited the event to protect the 
helpless ones—my poor demented friend, and 
the orphan whom his mercy received into his 
heart and his home. 

Miss Jillgall goes on with her curious story, 
as follows : 

% Ly a % % 

‘ Always desirous of making myself useful, I 
thought I would give my dear Elizabeth a hint 
which might save time and trouble. ‘‘ Why not 
begin,” I suggested, “by asking the Governor 
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to help you?’ That wonderful woman never 
forgets anything. She had already applied 
to you, without success. 

‘In my next attempt to be useful I did 
violence to my most cherished convictions, by 
presenting the wretch Helena to the admirable 
Elizabeth. That the former would be cold as 
ice, in her reception of any friend of mine, was 
nothing wonderful. Mrs. Tenbruggen passed 
it over with the graceful composure of a 
woman of the world. In the course of con- 
versation with Helena, she slipped in a 
question: “ Might I ask if you are older than 
your sister?” The answer was of course: 
“IT don’t know.” And here, for once, the 
most deceitful girl in existence spoke the 
truth. 

“When we were alone again, Elizabeth made 
a remark: “If personal appearance could 
decide the question,” she said, “ the disagree- 
able young woman is the oldest of the two. 
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The next thing to be done is to discover if 
looks are to be trusted in this case.” 

‘My friend's lawyer received confidential 
instructions (not shown to me, which seems 
rather hard) to trace the two Miss Gracedieus’ 
registers of birth. Elizabeth described this 
proceeding (not very intelligibly to my mind) 
as a means of finding out which of the girls 
could be identified by name as the elder of the 
two. 

‘The report arrived this morning. I was 
only informed that the result, in one case, had 
entirely defeated the inquiries. In the other 
case, Elizabeth had helped her agent by re- 
ferring him to a Birth, advertised in the 
customary column of the Zimes newspaper. 
Even here, there was a fatal obstacle. The name 
of the place in which Mr. Gracedieu’s daughter 
had been born was not added as usual. 

‘I still tried to be useful. Had my friend 
known the Minister's wife? My friend had 
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never even seen the Minister's wife. And, as 
if by a fatality, her portrait was no longer in 
existence. I could only mention that Helena 
was like her mother. But Elizabeth seemed to 
attach very little importance to my evidence, 
if I may call it by so grand a name. “ People 
have such strange ideas about likenesses,” she 
said, “‘and arrive at such contradictory con- 
clusions. One can only trust one’s own eyes 
in a matter of that kind.” 

‘My friend next asked me about our 
domestic establishment. We had only a cook 
and a housemaid. If they were old servants 
who had known the girls as children, they 
might be made of some use. Our luck was as 
steadily against us as ever. They had both 
been engaged when Mr. Gracedieu assumed his 
new pastoral duties, after having resided with 
his wife at her native place. 

‘T asked Elizabeth what she proposed to do 


next. 
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‘She deferred her answer, until I had first 
told her whether the visit of the doctor might 
be expected on that day. I could reply to this 
in the negative. Elizabeth, thereupon, made a 
startling request ; she begged me to introduce 
her to Mr. Gracedieu. 

‘I said: “Surely, you have forgotten the 
sad state of his mind?’ No; she knew per- 
fectly well that he was imbecile. ‘I want to 
try,” she explained, ‘if I can rouse him for a 
few minutes.” 

‘* By Massage 2” I inquired. 

‘She burst out laughing. ‘“ Massage, my 
dear, doesn’t act in that way. It is an elabo- 
rate process, pursued patiently for weeks 
together. But my hands have more than one 
accomplishment at their finger-ends. Oh, 
make your mind easy! I shall do no harn, if 
I do no good. Take me, Selina, to the 
Minister.” 


‘We went to his room. Don’t blame me for 
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giving way ; I am too fond of Elizabeth to be 
able to disappoint her. 

‘It was a sad sight when we went in. He 
was quite happy, playing like a child, at cup- 
and-ball. The attendant retired at my re- 
quest. I introduced Mrs. Tenbruggen. He 
smiled and shook hands with her. He said: 
* Are you a Christian or a Pagan? You are 
very pretty. How many times can you catch 
the ball in the cup?” The effort to talk to her 
ended there. He went on with his game, 
and seemed to forget that there was anybody 
in the room. It made my heart ache to 
remember what he was—and to see him now. 

‘Elizabeth whispered: ‘‘ Leave me alone 
with him.” 

‘I don’t know why I did such a rude thing 
—TI hesitated. 

‘Elizabeth asked me if I had no confidence 
in her. I was ashamed of myself; I left them 
together. 
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‘A long half-hour passed. Feeling a little 
uneasy, I went upstairs again, and looked into 
the room. He was leaning back in his chair ; 
his plaything was on the floor, and he was 
looking vacantly at the light that came in 
through the window. I found Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen at the other end of the room, in the 
act of ringing the bell. Nothing in the least 
out of the ordinary way seemed to have 
happened. When the attendant had answered 
the bell, we left the room together. Mr. 
Gracedieu took no notice of us. 

‘< Well,” I said, “‘ how has it ended 2” 

‘Quite calmly, my noble Elizabeth answered: 
“Tn total failure.” 

‘« What did you say to him after you sent 
me away 2” 

‘“T tried, in every possible way, to get him 
to tell me which of his two daughters was the 
oldest.” 

‘* Did he refuse to answer ?” 
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‘“ He was only too ready to answer. First, 
he said Helena was the oldest—then he cor- 
rected himself, and declared that Eunice was 
the oldest—then he said they were twins— 
then he went back to Helena and Eunice. 
Now one was the oldest, and now the other. 
He rang the changes on those two names, I 
‘ can't tell you how often, and scemed to think 
it a better game than cup-and-ball.” 

‘* What is to be done ?” 

‘“ Nothing is to be done, Selina.” 

‘6 What !” I cried, “ you give it up ?” 

‘My heroic friend answered: “1 know when 
I am beaten, my dear—I give it up.” She 
looked at her watch; it was time to operate on 
the muscles of one of her patients. Away she 
went, on her glorious mission of Massage, 
without a murmur of regret. What strength 
of mind! But, oh, dear, what a disappoint- 
ment for poor little me! On one thing I am 
determined. If I find myself getting puzzled 
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or frightened, I shall instantly write to 
you.’ 


With that expression of confidence in me, 
Selina’s narrative came to an end. I wish I 
could have believed, as she did, that the object 
of her admiration had been telling her the 
truth. 

A few days later, Mrs. Tenbruggen honoured . 
me with a visit at my house in the neighbour- 
hood of London. Thanks to this circumstance, 
I am able to add a postscript, which will 
complete the revelations in Miss Jillgall’s 
letter. 

The illustrious Masseuse, having much to 
conceal from her faithful Selina, was well 
aware that she had only one thing to keep 
hidden from me—namely: the advantage 
which she would have gained, if her inquiries 
had met with success. 

‘I thought I might have got at what I 

VOL, III. 42 
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wanted,’ she told me, ‘by mesmerising our 
reverend friend. He is as weak as a woman ; 
I threw him into hysterics, and had to give it 
up, and quiet him, or he would have alarmed 
the house. You look as if you don’t believe in 
mesmerism.’ 

‘ My looks, Mrs. Tenbruggen, exactly express 
my opinion. Mesmerism is humbug.’ 

‘You amusing old Tory ! Shall I throw you 
into a state of trance? No! I'll give you a 
shock of another kind—a shock of surprise. I 
know as much as you do about Mr. Gracedieu’s 
daughters. What do you think of that ? 

‘] think I should like to hear you tell me, 
which is the adopted child.’ 

- * Helena, to be sure !’ 

Her manner was defiant, her tone was _posi- 
tive ; I doubted both. Under the surface of 
her assumed confidence, I saw something 
which told me that she was trying to read my 
thoughts in my face. Many other women had 
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tried to do that. They succeeded when I was 
young. When I had reached the wrong side of 
fifty, my face had learned discretion, and they 
failed. 

‘How did you arrive at your discovery ?’ I 
asked. ‘I know of nobody who could have 
helped you.’ 

‘I helped myself, sir! I reasoned it out. 
A wonderful thing for a woman to do, isn’t 
it? I wonder whether you could follow the 
process ?’ 

My reply to this was made by a bow. I 
was sure of my command over my face; but 
perfect control of the voice is a rare power. 
Here and there, a great actor or a great 
criminal possesses it. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen’s vanity took me into her 
confidence. ‘In the first place,’ she said, 
* Helena is plainly the wicked one of the two. 
I was not prejudiced by what Selina had told 
me of her; I saw it, and felt it, before I had 
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been five minutes in her company. If lying 
tongues ever provoke her, as lying tongues 
provoked her mother, she will follow her 
mother’s example. Very well. Now—in the 
second place—though it is very slight, there 
is a certain something in her hair and her 
complexion which reminds me of _ the 
murderess : there is no other resemblance, I 
admit. In the third place, the girls’ names 
point to the same conclusion. Mr. Gracedieu 
is a Protestant and a Dissenter. Would he 
call a child of his own by the name of a Roman 
Catholic saint? No! he would prefer a name 
in the Bible ; Eunice is Avs child. And Helena 
was once the baby whom I carried into the 
prison. Do you deny that ? 

‘I don't deny it.’ 

Only four words! But they were deceitfully 
spoken, and the deceit—practised in Eunice’s 
interests, it is needless to say—succeeded. 


Mrs. Tenbruggen’s object in visiting me was 
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attained : I had confirmed her belief in the 
delusion that Helena was the adopted child. 

She got up to take her leave. I asked if 
she proposed remaining in London. No; she 
was returning to her country patients that 
night. 

As I attended her to the house door, she 
turned to me with her mischievous smile. ‘I 
have taken some trouble in finding the clue to 
the Minister’s mystery,’ she said. ‘Don’t you 
wonder why ?’ 

‘If I did wonder,’ I answered, ‘would you 
tell me why ? 

She laughed at the bare idea of it. ‘An- 
other lesson,’ she said, ‘to assist a helpless 
man in studying the weaker sex. I have 
already shown you that a woman can reason. 
Learn next that a woman can keep a secret. 
Good-bye. God bless you !’ 

Of the events which followed Mrs. Ten- 


bruggen’s visit it is not possible for me, I am — 
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thankful to say, to speak from personal 
experience. Ought I to conclude with an 
expression of repentance for the act of decep- 
tion to which I have already pleaded guilty ? 
I don’t know. Yes! the force of circumstances 
does really compel me to say it, and say it 
seriously—I declare, on my word of honour, I 


don’t know. 


Third Period: 1876. 
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WHILE my father remains in his present 
helpless condition, somebody must assume 
@ position of command in this house. There 
cannot be a moment's doubt that I am the 
person to do it. 

In my agitated state of mind, sometimes 
doubtful of Philip, sometimes hopeful of him, 
I find Mrs. Tenbruggen simply unendurable. 
A female doctor is, under any circumstances, a 
creature whom I detest. She is, at her very 
best, a bad imitation of a man. The Medical 
Rubber is worse than this; she is a bad imita- 


tion of a mountebank. Her grinning good- 
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humour, adopted no doubt to please the fools 
who are her patients, and her impudent enjoy- 
ment of hearing herself talk, make me regret 
for the first time in my life that I am a young 
lady. If I belonged to the lowest order of the 
population, I might take the first stick I could 
find, and enjoy the luxury of giving Mrs. 
Tenbruggen a good beating. 

She literally haunts the house, encouraged, 
of course, by her wretched little dupe, Miss 
Jillgall. Only this morning, I tried what a 
broad hint would do towards suggesting that 
her visits had better come to an end. 

‘Really, Mrs. Tenbruggen,’ I said, ‘I must 
request Miss Jillgall to moderate her selfish 
enjoyment of your company, for your own 
sake. Your time is too valuable, in a pro- 
fessional sense, to be wasted on an idle woman 
who has no sympathy with your patients, 
waiting for relief perhaps, and waiting in 


vain,’ 


HELENA’S DIARY RESUMED. 107 


She listened to this, all smiles and good- 
humour: ‘My dear, do you know how I 
might answer you, if I was an ill-natured 
woman ?’ 

‘IT have no curiosity to hear it, Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen.’ 

‘I might ask you,’ she persisted, ‘to allow 
me to mind my own business. Bat I am 
incapable of making an ungrateful return for 
the interest which you take in my medical 
welfare. Let me venture to ask if you under- 
stand the value of time.’ 

‘Are you going to say much more, Mrs. 
Tenbruggen ? 

- ‘Tam going to make a sensible remark, my 
child. If you feel tired, permit me—here is a 
chair. Father Time, dear Miss Gracedieu, has 
always been a good friend of mine, because | 
know how to make the best use of him. The 
author of the famous saying Tempus fugit 
(you understand Latin, of course) was, I take 
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leave to think, an idle man. The more I 
have to do, the readier Time is to wait for 
me. Let me impress this on your mind by 
some interesting examples. The greatest 
conqueror of the century—Napoleon—had 
time enough for everything. The greatest 
novelist of the century—Sir Walter Scott 
—had time enough for everything. At my 
humble distance, I imitate those illustrious 
men, and my patients never complain of 
me.’ 

‘Have you done?’ I asked. . 

‘Yes, dear—for the present.’ 

‘ You are a clever woman, Mrs. Tenbruggen 
——and you know it. You have an eloquent 
tongue, and you know it. But you are some- 
thing else, which you don’t seem to be aware 
of. You are a Bore.’ 

‘She burst out laughing, with the air of a 
woman who thoroughly enjoyed a good joke. 
I looked back when I left the room, and saw 
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the friend of Father Time in the easy-chair 
epening our newspaper. 

This is a specimen of the customary en- 
counter of our wits. I place it on record in 
my Journal, to excuse myself ¢o myself. When 
she left us at last, later in the day, I sent a 
letter after her to the hotel. Not having kept 
a copy of it, let me present the substance, like 
a sermon, under three heads: I begged to be 
excused for speaking plainly ; I declared that 
there was a total want of sympathy between 
us, on my side; and I proposed that she 
should deprive me of future opportunities of 
receiving her in this house. The reply arrived 
immediately in these terms: ‘Your letter 
received, dear girl. I am not in the least 
angry ; partly because I am very fond of you, 
partly because I know that you will ask me to 
come back again. P.S.: Philip sends his love.’ 

This last piece of insolence was unquestion- 


ably a lie. Philip detests her. They are 
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both staying at the same hotel. But I happen, 
to know that he won’t even look at her, if 
they meet by accident on the stairs. 

People who can enjoy the melancholy 
spectacle of human nature in a state of de- 
gradation would be at a loss which exhibition 
to prefer—an ugly old maid in a rage, or an 
ugly old maid in tears. Miss Jillgall presented 
herself in both characters when she heard what 
had happened. To my mind, Mrs. Tenbrug- 
gen’s bosom-friend is a creature not fit to be 
seen or heard when she loses her temper. I 
only told her to leave the room. To my great 
amusement, she shook her bony fist at me, 
and expressed a frantic wish: ‘Oh, if I was 
rich enough to leave this wicked house! I 
wonder whether there is insanity (as well as 


poverty) in Miss Jillgall’s family? 


Last night my mind was in a harassed state. 


Philip was, as usual, the cause of it. 
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Perhaps I acted indiscreetly when I insisted 
on his leaving London, and returning to this 
place. But what else could I have done? It 
was not merely my interest, it was an act of 
downright necessity, to withdraw him from 
the influence of his hateful father—whom I 
now regard as the one serious obstacle to my 
marriage. There is no prospect of being rid 
of Mr. Dunboyne the elder by his returning to 
Ireland. He is trying a new remedy for his 
crippled hand —electricity. I wish it was 
lightning, to kill him! If I had given that 
wicked old man the chance, I am firmly con- 
vinced he would not have let a day pass with- 
out doing his best to depreciate me in his son’s 
estimation. Besides, there was the risk, if I 
had allowed Philip to remain long away from 
me, of losing—no, while I keep my beauty I 
cannot be in such danger as that—let me say, 
of permitting time and absence to weaken my 


hold on him. However sullen and silent he 
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may be, when we meet—and I find him in 
that condition far too often—I can, sooner or 
later, recall him to his brighter self. My eyes 
preserve their charm, my talk can still amuse 
him, and, better even than that, I feel the 
answering thrill in him, which tells me how 
precious my Pisses are—not too lavishly be- 
stowed! But the time when I am obliged to 
leave him to himself, is the time that I dread. 
How do I know that his thoughts are not 
wandering away to Eunice? He denies it; 
he declares that he only went to the farm- 
house to express his regret for his own thought- 
less conduct, and to offer her the brotherly 
regard due to the sister of his promised wife. 
Can I believe it? Oh, what would I not give 
to be able to believe it! How can I feel sure 
that her refusal to see him was not a cunning 
device to make him long for another interview, 
and plan perhaps in private to go back and try 
again, Marriage! Nothing will quiet these 


HELENA’S DIARY RESUMED. 113 


frightful doubts of mine, nothing will reward 
me for all that I have suffered, nothing will 
warm my heart with the delightful sense of 
triumph over Eunice, but my marriage to 
Philip. And what does he say, when I urge 
it on him ?—yes, I have fallen as low as that, 
in the despair which sometimes possesses me. 
He has his answer, always the same, and 
always ready: ‘ How are we to live? where is 
the money? The maddening part of it is that 
I cannot accuse him of raising objections that 
don’t exist. We are poorer than ever here, 
since my father’s illness—and Philip’s allow- 
ance is barely enough to suffice him as a single 
man. Oh, how I hate the rich! 

It was useless to think of going to bed. 
How could I hope to sleep, with my head 
throbbing, and my thoughts in this disturbed 
state? I put on my comfortable dressing- 
gown, and sat down to try what reading would 
do to quiet my mind. 

VOL. III. 43 
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I had borrowed the book from the Library, 
to which I have been a subscriber in secret for 
some time past. It was an old volume, full of 
what we should now call Gossip; relating 
Strange adventures, and scandalous incidents 
in family history which had been concealed 
from public notice. 

One of these last romances in real life caught 
a strong hold on my interest. 

It was a strange case of intended poisoning, 
which had never been carried out. A young 
married lady of rank, whose name was con- 
cealed under an initial letter, had suffered 
some unendurable wrong (which was not 
mentioned) at the hands of her husband’s 
mother. The wife was described as a woman 
of strong passions, who had determined on 
a terrible revenge by taking the life of her 
mother-in-law. There were difficulties in the 
way of her committing the crime without 


an accomplice to help her; and she decided on 
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taking her maid, an elderly woman, into her 
confidence. The poison was secretly obtained 
by this person; and the safest manner of 
administering it was under discussion between 
the mistress and the maid, when the door 
of the room was suddenly opened. The 
huskand, accompanied by his brother, rushed 
in, and charged his wife with plotting the 
murder of his mother. The young lady (she 
was only twenty-three) must have been a 
person of extraordinary courage and resolu- 
tion. She saw at once that her maid had 
betrayed her, and, with astonishing presence 
of mind, she turned on the traitress, and said 
to her husband: ‘There is the wretch who 
has been trying to persuade me to poison your 
mother!’ As it happened, the old lady's 
temper was violent and overbearing ; and the 
maid had complained of being ill-treated by 
her, in the hearing of the other servants. 
The circumstances made it impossible to decide 
43 —2 
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which of the two was really the guilty woman. 
The servant was sent away, and the husband 
and wife separated soon afterwards, under the 
excuse of incompatibility of temper. Years 
passed; and the truth was only discovered 
by the death-bed confession of the wife. A 
remarkable story, which has made such an 
impression on me that I have written it in my 
Journal. I am not rich enough to buy the 
book. 


For the Jast two days, I have been confined 
to my room with a bad feverish cold—caught, 
as I suppose, by sitting at an open window 
reading my book till nearly three o'clock in 
the morning. I sent a note to Philip, telling 
him of my illness. On the first day, he called 
to inquire after me. On the second day, no 
visit, and no Ietter. Here is the third day— 
and no news of him as yet. I am better, but 


not fit to go out. Let me wait another hour, 
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and, if that exertion of patience mects with 
no reward, I shall send a note to the hotel. 

No news of Philip. I have sent to the 
hotel. 

The servant has just returned, bringing me 
back my note. The waiter informed her that 
Mr. Dunboyne had gone away to London by 
the morning train. No apology or explanation 
left for me. 

Can he have deserted me? I am in such a 
frenzy of doubt and rage that I can hardly 
write that horrible question. Is it possible— 
oh, I feel it 2s possible that he has gone away 
with Eunice. Do I know where to find them ? 
If I did know, what could I do? I feel as if 
I could kill them both ! 


CHAPTER LIII. 
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AFTER the heat of my anger had cooled, I 
made two discoveries. One cost me a fee toa 
messenger, and the other exposed me to the 
insolence of a servant. I pay willingly in my 
purse and my pride, when the gain is peace of 
mind. Through my messenger I ascertained 
that Eunice had never left the farm. Through 
my own inquiries, answered by the waiter 
with an impudent grin, I heard that Philip 
had left orders to have his room kept for him. 
What misery our stupid housemaid might 
have spared me, if she had thought of putting 
that question when I sent her to the hotel! - 
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The rest of the day passed in vain specula- 
tions on Philip’s motive for this sudden de- 
parture. What poor weak creatures we are ! 
I persuaded myself to hope that anxiety for 
our marriage had urged him to make an effort 
to touch the heart of his mean father. Shall 
I see him to-morrow? And shall I have 


reason to be fonder of him than ever ? 


We met again to-day as usual. He has 
behaved infamously. 

When I asked what had been his object in 
going to London, I was told that it was ‘a 
matter of business.’ He made that idiotic 
excuse as coolly as if he really thought 
I should believe it. I submitted in silence, 
rather than mar his return to me by the 
disaster of a quarrel. But this was an un- 
lucky day. A harder trial of my self-control 
was still to come. Without the slightest 
appearance of shame, Philip informed me that 


120 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 


he was charged with a message from Mrs. 
Tenbruggen! She wanted some Irish lace, 
and would I be so good as to tell her which 
was the best shop at which she could buy it ? 

“Was he really in earnest? ‘You,’ I said, 
‘who distrusted and detested her—you are on 
friendly terms with that woman ?’ 

He remonstrated with me. ‘My dear 
Helena, don’t speak in that way of Mrs. 
Tenbruggen. We have both been mistaken 
about her. That good creature has forgiven 
the brutal manner in which I spoke to her, 
when she was in attendance on my father. 
She was the first to propose that we should 
shake hands and forget it. My darling, don't 
let all the good feeling be on one side. You 
have no idea how kindly she speaks of you, 
and how anxious she is to help us to be 
married. Come! come! meet her half-way. 
Write down the name of the shop on my 
eard, and I will take it back to her.’ 
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Sheer amazement kept me silent ; I let him 
go on. He was a mere child in the hands 
of Mrs. Tenbruggen: she had only to deter- 
mine to make a fool of him, and she could 
do it. 

But why did she do it? What advantage 
had she to gain by insinuating herself in this 
way into his good opinion, evidently with 
the intention of urging him to reconcile 
us to each other? How could we two poor 
young people be of the smallest use to the, 
fashionable Masseuse ? 

My silence began to irritate Philip. ‘I 
never knew before how obstinate you could 
be,’ he said; ‘you seem to be doing your best 
—I can't imagine why—to lower yourself in 
ay estimation.’ 

‘I held my tongue; I assumed my smile. 
It is all very well for men to talk about the 
deceitfulness of women. What chance (I 
should like to ask somebody who knows about 
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it) do the men give us of making our lives 
with them endurable, except by deceit! I 
gave way, of course, and wrote down the 
address of the shop. 

He was so pleased that he kissed me. Yes! 
the most fondly affectionate kiss that he had 
given me, for weeks past, was my reward for 
submitting to Mrs. Tenbruggen. She is old 
enough to be his mother, and almost as ugly 
as Miss Jillgall—and she has made her in- 


terests his interests already ! 


On the next day, I fully expected to receive 
a visit from Mrs. Tenbruggen. She knew 
better than that. I only got a polite little 
note, thanking me for the address, and adding 
an artless confession: ‘I earn more money 
than I know what to do with; and I adore 
Irish lace.’ 

The next day came, and still she was care- 


ful not to show herself too eager for a personal 
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reconciliation. A splendid nosegay was sent 
to me, with another little note: ‘A tribute, 
dear Helena, offered by one of my grateful 
patients. Too beautiful a present for an old 
woman like me. I agree with the poet :. 
“Sweets to the sweet.” A charming thought 
of Shakspere’s, is it not? I should like to 
verify the quotation. Would you mind 
leaving the volume for me in the hall, if I call 
to-morrow ?’ 

Well done, Mrs. Tenbruggen! She doesn’t 
venture to intrude on Miss Gracedieu in the 
drawing-room; she only wants to verify a 
quotation in the hall. Oh, goddess of Humility 
(if there is such a person), how becomingly you 
are dressed when your milliner is an artful old 
woman |! 

While this reflection was passing through 
my mind, Miss Jillgall came in—saw the nose- 
gay on the table—and instantly pounced on it. 
‘Qh, for me! for me!’ she cried. ‘I noticed it 
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this morning on Elizabeth’s table. How very 
kind of her!’ She plunged her inquisitive 
nose into the poor flowers, and looked up sen-. 
timentally at the ceiling. ‘The perfume of 
goodness, she remarked, ‘mingled with the 
perfume of flowers!’ ‘When you have quite 
done with it,’ I said, ‘perhaps you will be so 
good as to return my nosegay ?’ ‘ Your nose- 
gay!’ she exclaimed. ‘There is Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen’s letter,’ I replied, ‘if you would like 
to look at it.’ She did look at it. All the bile 
in her body flew up into her eyes, and turned 
them green; she looked as if she longed to 
scratch my face. I gave the flowers after- 
wards to Maria; Miss Jillgall’s nose had com- 


pletely spoilt them. 


It would have been too ridiculous to have 
allowed Mrs. Tenbruggen to consult Shakspere 
in the hall. I had the honour of receiving her 
an my ownroom. We accomplished a touch- 
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ing reconciliation, and we quite forgot Shak- 
gpere. 

She troubles me; she does indeed trouble 
me. 

Having set herself entirely right with Philip, 
she is determined on performing the same 
miracle with me. Her reform of herself is 
already complete. Her vulgar humour was 
kept under strict restraint ; she was quiet and 
well-bred, and readier to listen than to talk. 
This change was not presented abruptly. She 
contrived to express her friendly interest in 
Philip and in me by hints dropped here and 
there, assisted in their effect by answers on my 
part, into which I was tempted so skilfully 
that I only discovered the snare set for me, on 
reflection. What is it, ] ask again, that she 
has in view in taking all this trouble? Where 
is her motive for encouraging a love-affair, 
which Miss Jillgall must have denounced to 


her as an abominable wrong inflicted on 
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Eunice? Money (even if there was a prospect 
of such a thing, in our case) cannot be her 
object; it 1s quite true that her success sets her 
above pecuniary anxiety. Spiteful feeling 
against Eunice is out of the question. They 
‘have only met once; and her opinion was ex- 
‘pressed to me with evident sincerity: ‘ Your 
‘sister 1s a nice girl, but she is like other nice 
girls—she doesn’t interest me.’ There is 
Eunice’s character, drawn from the life in few 
words. In what an irritating position do I 
find myself placed! Never before have I felt 
‘80 interested in trying to look into a person’s 
secret mind ; and never before have I been so 
-completely baffled. 

I had written as far as this, and was on the 
point of closing my Journal, when a third note 
arrived from Mrs. Tenbruggen. 

She had been thinking about me at intervals 
(she wrote) all through the rest of the day; 
and, kindly as I had received her, she was 
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conscious of being the object of doubts on my 
part which her visit had failed to remove. 
Might she ask leave to call on me, in the hope 
of improving her position in my estimation ? 
An appointment followed for the next day. 

What can she have to say to me which she 
has not already said? Is it anything about 
Philip, I wonder ? 


CHAPTER LIV. 
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AT our interview of the next day, Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen’s capacity for self-reform appeared 
under a new aspect. She dropped all famili- 
arity with me, and she stated the object of 
her visit without a superfluous word of ex- 
planation or apology. 

I thought this a remarkable effort for a 
woman ; and I recognised the merit of it by 
leaving the lion’s share of the talk to my 
visitor. In these terms she opened her 
business with me: 

‘Has Mr. Philip Dunboyne told you why 
he went to London ? | 
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‘He made a commonplace excuse,’ I an- 
swered. ‘ Business, he said, took him to 
London. I know no more.’ 

‘You have a fair prospect of happiness, 
Miss Helena, when you are married—your 
future husband is evidently afraid of you. I 
am not afraid of you; and I shall confide to 
your private car something which you have | 
an interest in knowing. The business which 
took young Mr. Dunboyne to London was to 
consult a competent person, on a matter con- 
cerning himself. The competent person is the 
sagacious (not to say sly) old gentleman, 
whom we used to call the Governor. You 
know him, I believe 2’ 

‘Yes. But I am at a loss to imagine why 
Philip should have consulted him.’ 

‘ Have you ever heard or read, Miss Helena, 
of such a thing as “‘ an old man’s fancy ” ?’ 

‘I think I have.’ 

‘Well, the Governor has taken an old man’s 
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fancy to your sister. They appeared to under- 
stand each other perfectly when I was at the 
farmhouse.’ 
‘Excuse me, Mrs. Tenbruggen, that is what 
I know already. Why did Philip go to the 
Governor ? 
She smiled. ‘If anybody is acquainted with 
the true state of your sister’s feelings, the 
Governor isthe man. I sent Mr. Dunboyne 
to consult him—and there is the reason for it.’ 
This open avowal of her motives perplexed 
and offended me. After declaring herself to 
be interested in my marriage-engagement, had 
she changed her mind, and resolved on favour- 
ing Philip’s return to Eunice? What right 
had he to consult anybody about the state of 
that girl's feelings? My feelings form the 
only subject of inquiry that was properly open 
to him. I should have said something which 
I might have afterwards regretted, if Mrs. 


Tenbruggen had allowed me the opportunity. 
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Fortunately for both of us, she went on with 
her narrative of her own proceedings. 

‘Philip Dunboyne is an excellent fellow,’ 
she continued ; ‘I really like him—but he 
has his faults. He sadly wants strength of 
purpose ; and, like weak men in general, he 
only knows his own mind when a resolute 
friend takes him in hand and guides him. I 


am his resolute friend. I saw him veering 


about between you and Eunice ; and I decided 
for his sake—may I say for your sake also ?— 
on putting an end to that mischievous state 
of indecision. You have the claim on him; 
you are the right wife for him—and the 
Governor was (as I thought likely from what 
I had myself observed) the man to make him 
see it. Iam not in anybody’s secrets ; it was 
pure guess-work on my part, and it has 
succeeded. There is no more doubt now 
about Miss Eunice’s sentiments. The question 
is settled.’ 


44—2 


132 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 


‘In my favour?’ 

‘Certainly in your favour—or I should not 
have said a word about it.’ 

‘Was Philip’s visit kindly received? Or 
Wid the old wretch laugh at him ? 

‘My dear Miss Gracedieu, the old wretch is 
a man of the world, and never makes mistakes 
of that sort. Before he could open his lips, 
he had to satisfy himself that your lover 
deserved to be taken into his confidence, on 
the delicate subject of Eunice’s sentiments. 
He arrived at a favourable conclusion. I can 
repeat Philip’s questions and the Governor's 
answers—after putting the young man through 
a stiff examination — just as they passed: 
‘May I inquire, sir, if she has spoken to you 
about me?” ‘She has often spoken about 
you. ‘ Did she seem to be angry with me 2” 
‘She is too good and too sweet to be angry 
with you.” “Do you think she will forgive 
me?” “She has forgiven you.” “Did she 


HELENA’'S DIARY RESUMED. 133 


say so herself?” ‘ Yes, of her own free will.” 
‘Why did she refuse to see me when I called 
at the farm?’ “She had her own reasons— 
good reasons.” ‘‘ Has she regretted it since 2” 
“Certainly not.” “ Is it likely that she woula 
consent, if I proposed a reconciliation?” “IT 
put that question to her myself.” ‘‘ How did 
she take it, sir?” ‘She declined to take it.” 
‘You mean that she declined a reconciliation ?” 
“Yes.” “Are you sure she was in earnest ?” 
“T am positively sure.” That last answer 
seems, by young Dunboyne’s own confession, 
to have been enough, and more than enough. 
for him. He got up to go—and then an odd 
thing happened. After giving him the most 
unfavourable answers, the Governor patted 
him paternally on the shoulder, and encouraged 
him to hope. ‘ Before we say good-bye, Mr. 
Philip, one word more. If I was as young as 
you are, I should not despair.” There is a 


sudden change of front! Who can explain it ? 
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The Governor's mischievous resolution to 
reconcile Philip and Eunice explained it, of 
course. With the best intentions (perhaps) 
Mrs. Tenbruggen had helped that design by 
bringing the two men together. ‘Go on,’ I 
said ; ‘I am prepared to hear next that Philip 
has paid another visit to my sister, and has 
been received this time.’ 

I must say this for Mrs. Tenbruggen ; she 
kept her temper perfectly. 

‘He has not been to the farm, she said, 
‘but he has done something nearly as foolish. 
He has written to your sister. 

‘And he has received a favourable reply, of 
course 2’ 

She put her hand into the pocket of her 
dress. 

‘There is your sister’s reply,’ she said. 

Any persons who have had a crushing burden 
lifted, unexpectedly and instantly, from off 
their minds, will know what I felt when I 
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read the reply. In the most positive language, 
Eunice refused to correspond with Philip, or 
to speak with him. The concluding words 
proved that she was in earnest: ‘You are 
engaged to Helena. Consider me as a stranger 
until you are married. After that time you 
will be my brother-in-law, and then I may 
pardon you for writing to me.’ 

Nobody who knows Eunice would have 
supposed that she possessed those two valu- 
able qualities — common-sense and _ proper 
pride. It is pleasant to feel that I can now 
send cards to my sister, when I am Mrs. 
Philip Dunboyne. 

I returned the letter to Mrs. Tenbruggen, 
with the sincerest expressions of regret for 
having doubted her. ‘I have been unworthy 
of your generous interest in me,’ I said; ‘I 
am almost ashamed to offer you my hand.’ 

She took my hand, and gave it a good, 
hearty shake. 
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‘Are we friends?’ she asked in the simplest 
and prettiest manner. ‘Then let us be easy 
and pleasant again,’ she went on. ‘ Will you 
call me Elizabeth ; and shall I call you Helena ? 
Very well. Now I have got something else to 
say; another secret which must be kept from 
Philip (I call iim by his name now, you see) 
for a few days more. Your happiness, my 
dear, must not depend on his miserly old 
father. He must have a little income of his 
own to marry on. Among the hundreds of 
unfortunate wretches whom I have relieved 
from torture of mind and body, there is a 
grateful minority. Small! small! but there 
they are. I have influence among powerful 
people; and I am trying to make Philip 
private secretary to a member of Parliament. 
When I have succeeded, you shall tell him 
the good news.’ 

What a vile humour I must have been in, 


at the time, not to have appreciated the de- 
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lightful gaiety of this good creature; I went 
to the other extreme now, and behaved like 
a gushing young Miss fresh from school. I 
kissed her. 

She burst out laughing. ‘ What a sacrifice ! 
she cried. ‘A kiss for me, which ought to 
have been kept for Philip! By-the-bye, do 
you know what I should do, Helena, in your 
place? I should take our handsome young 
man away from that hotel!’ 

‘I will do anything that you advise,’ I 
said. ; 
‘And you will do well, my child. In the 
first place, the hotel is too -expensive for 
Philip’s small means. In the second place, 
two of the chambermaids have audaciously 
presumed to be charming girls; and the men, 
my dear—well! well! I will leave you to 
find that out for yourself. In the third place, 
you want to have Philip under your own wing; 


domestic familiarity will make him fonder of 
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you than ever. Keep him out of the sort of 
company that he meets with in the billiard- 
room and the smoking-room. You have got a 
spare bed here, I know, and your poor father 
18 In no condition to use his authority. Make 
Philip one of the family.’ 

This last piece of advice staggered me. I 
mentioned the Proprieties. Mrs. Tenbruggen 
laughed at the Proprieties. 

‘Make Selina of some use, she suggested. 
‘While you have got her in the house, Pro- 
priety is rampant. Why condemn poor help- 
less Philip to cheap lodgings? Time enough 
to cast him out to the feather-bed and the 
fleas, on the night before your marriage. 
Besides, I shall be in and out constantly—for 
I mean to cure your father. The tongue of 
scandal is silent in my awful presence; an 
atmosphere of virtue surrounds Mamma Ten- 


bruggen. Think of it.’ 
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I pip think of it. Philip came to us, and 
lived in our house. 

Let me hasten to add that the protest of 
Propriety was duly entered, on the day before 
my promised husband arrived. Standing in 
the doorway—unothing would induce her to 
take a chair, or even to enter the room—Miss 
Jillgall delivered her opinion on Philip's ap- 
proaching visit. Mrs. Tenbruggen reported it 
in her pocket-book, as if she was representing 
a newspaper at a public meeting. Here it 1s, 
copied from her notes: 

‘Miss Helena Gracedieu, my first impulse 
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under the present disgusting circumstances, 
was to leave the house, and earn a bare crust 
in the cheapest garret I could find in the town. 
But my grateful heart remembers Mr. Grace- 
dieu. My poor afflicted cousin was good to 
me when I was helpless. I cannot forsake 
him when he is helpless. At whatever sacrifice 
of my own self-respect, I remain under this 
roof, so dear to me for the Minister’s sake. I 
notice, Miss, that you smile. I see my once 
dear Elizabeth, the friend who has so bitterly 


disappointed me 





" she stopped, and put 
her handkerchief to her eyes, and went on 
again—‘the friend who has so bitterly dis- 
appointed me, taking satirical notes of what I 
say. J am not ashamed of what I say. The 
virtue which will not stretch a little, where the 
motive is good, is feeble virtue indeed. I shall 
stay in the house, and witness horrors, and rise 
superior to them. Good-morning, Miss Grace- 


dieu. Good-morning, Elizabeth.’ She _per- 


HELENA’S DIARY RESUMED. 14! 


formed a magnificent curtsy, and (as Mrs. 
Tenbruggen’s experience of the stage informed 


me) made a very creditable exit. 


A week has passed, and I have not opened 
my Diary. 

My days have glided away in one delicious 
flow of happiness. Philip has been delightfully 
devoted to me. His fervent courtship, far 
exceeding any similar attentions which he may 
once have paid to Eunice, has shown such 
variety and such steadfastness of worship, that 
I despair of describing it. My enjoyment of 
my new life is to be felt—not to be coldly 
considered, and reduced to an imperfect state- 
ment in words. 

For the first time I feel capable, if the 
circumstances encouraged me, of acts of ex- 
alted virtue. For instance, I could save my 
country if my country was worth it. I could 


die a martyr to religion if I had a religion. 
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In one word, I am exceedingly well satisfied 
with myself, | 

The little disappointments of life pass over — 
me harmless. I do not even regret the failure 
of good Mrs. Tenbruggen’s efforts to find an 
employment for Philip, worthy of his abilities 
and accomplishments. The member of Parlia- 
ment to whom shc had applied has chosen a 
secretary possessed of political influence. That 
is the excuse put forward in his letter to Mrs. 
Tenbruggen. Wretched corrupt creature! If 
he was worth a thought I should pity him. 


He has lost Philip’s services. 


Three days more have slipped -by. The 
aspect of my heaven on earth is beginning to 
alter. 

Perhaps the author of that wonderful French 
novel, ‘ L'Ame Damnée,’ is right when he tells 
us that human happiness is misery in mas- 


querade. It would be wrong to say that I 
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am miserable. But I may be on the way to 
it; I am anxious. 

To-day, when he did not know that I was 
observing him, I discovered a preoccupied look 
in Philip’s eyes. He laughed when I asked 
if anything had happened to vex him. Was 
it a natural laugh? He put his arm round 
me and kissed me. Was it done mechanically? 
T dare say I am out of humour myself. I 
think I had a little headache. Morbid, pro- 
bably. I won't think of it any more. 


It has occurred to me this morning that he 
may dislike being left by himself, while I am 
engaged in my household affairs. If this is 
the case, intensely as I hate her, utterly as 
I loathe the idea of putting her in command 
over my domestic dominions, I shall ask Miss 
Jillgall to take my place as housekeeper. 

I was away to-day in the kitchen regions 


rather longer than usual. When I had done 
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with my worries, Philip was not to be found. 
Maria, looking out of one of the bedroom 
windows instead of doing her work, had seen Mr. - 
Dunboyne leave the house. It was possible that 
he had charged Miss Jillgall with a message 
for me. I asked if she was in her room. 
No; she, too, had gone out. It was a fine day, 
and Philip had no doubt taken a stroll—but 
he might have waited till I could join him. 
There were some orders to be given to the 
butcher and the greengrocer. I, too, left the 
house, hoping to get rid of some little dis- 
content, caused by thinking of what had 
happened. 

Returning by the way of High Street—I 
declare I can hardly believe it even now—I 
did positively see Miss Jillgall coming out of a 
pawnbroker’s shop ! 

The direction in which she turned prevented 
her from seeing me. She was quite unaware 
that I had discovered her; and I have said 
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nothing about it since. But I noticed some- 
thing unusual in the manner in which her 
watch-chain was hanging, and I asked her 
what o’clock it was. She said, ‘You have got 
your own watch.’ I told her my watch had 
stopped. ‘So has mine,’ she said. There is 
no doubt about it now; she has pawned her 
watch. What for? She lives here for 
nothing, and she has not had a new dress 
since I have known her. Why does she want 
money ? 

Philip had not returned when I got home. 
Another mysterious journey to London? No. 
After an absence of more than two hours, he 
came back. 

Naturally enough, I asked what he had been 
about. He had been taking a long walk. 
For his health’s sake? No: to think. To 
think of what? Well, I might be surprised 
to hear it, but his idle life was beginning to 
weigh on his spirits ; he wanted employment. 
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Had he thought of an employment? Not 
yet. Which way had he walked? Anyway: 
he had not noticed where he went. These 
replies were all made in a tone that offended 
me. Besides, I observed there was no dust on 
his boots (after a week of dry weather), and 
his walk of two hours did not appear to have 
heated or tired him. I took an opportunity of 
consulting Mrs. Tenbruggen. 

She had anticipated that I should appeal 
to her opinion, as a woman of the world. 

I shall not set down in detail what she said. 
Some of it humiliated me; and from some of 
it I recoiled. The expression of her opinion 
came to this. In the absence of experience, 
a certain fervour of temperament was essential 
to success in the art of fascinating men. 
Hither my temperament was deficient, or my 
intellect overpowered it. It was natural that 
I should suppose myself to be as susceptible to 
the tender passion as the most excitable 
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woman living. Delusion, my Helena, amiable 
delusion! Had I ever observed or had any 
friend told me, that my pretty hands were 
cold hands? I had beautiful eyes, expressive 
of vivacity, of intelligence, of every feminine 
charm, except the one inviting charm that 
finds favour in the eyes of aman. She then 
entered into particulars, which I don’t deny 
showed a true interest in helping me. I was 
ungrateful, sulky, self-opinionated. Dating 
from that day’s talk with Mrs. Tenbruggen, 
my new friendship began to show signs of 
having caught a chill. 

But I did my best to follow her instructions 
—and failed. 

It is perhaps true that my temperament is 
overpowered by my intellect. Or it is possibly 
truer still that the fire in my heart, when it 
warms to love, is a fire that burns low. My 
belief is that I surprised Philip instead of 
charming him. JHe responded to my __ad- 
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vances, but I felt that it was not done in 
earnest, not spontaneously. Had I any right to 
complain? Was I in earnest? Was I spon- 
taneous? We were making love to each other 
under false pretences. Oh, what a fool I was 
to ask for Mrs. Tenbruggen’s advice | 

A humiliating doubt has come to me sud- 
denly. Has his heart been inclining to Eunice 
again? After such a letter as she has written 


to him? Impossible! 


Three events since yesterday, which I con- 
sider, trifling as they may be, intimations of 
something wrong. 

First, Miss Jillgall, who at one time was 
eager to take my place, has refused to relieve 
me of my housckeeping duties. Secondly, 
Philip has been absent again, on another long 
walk. Thirdly, when Philip returned, de- 
pressed and sulky, I caught Miss Jillgall 


looking at him with interest and pity visible 
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in her skinny face. What do these things 


mean ? 


I am beginning to doubt everybody. Not 
one of them, Philip included, cares for me— 
but I can frighten them, at any rate. Yester- 
day evening, I dropped on the floor as sud- 
denly as if I had been shot: a fit of some 
sort. The doctor honestly declared that he 
was at a loss to account for it. He would 
have laid me under an eternal obligation 
if he had failed to bring me back to life 
again. 

As it is, I am more clever than the doctor. 
What brought the fit on is well known to me. 
Rage—furious, overpowering, deadly rage— 
was the cause. I am now in the cold-blooded 
state, which can look back at the event as 
composedly as if it had happened to some 
other girl. Suppose that girl had let her 


sweetheart know how she loved him, as she 
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had never let him know it before. Suppose 
she opened the door again the instant after 
she had left the room, eager, poor wretch,. 
to say, once more, for the fiftieth time, ‘My 
angel, I love you! Suppose she found her 
angel standing with his back towards her, 
so' that his face was reflected in the glass. 
And suppose she discovered in that face, so 
smiling and so sweet when his head had rested 
on’ her bosom only the moment before, the 
moést hideous expression of disgust that 
features can betray. There could be no doubt 
of it; I had made my poor offering of love to 
a man who sccretly loathed me. I wonder 
that I survived my sense of my own degrada- 
tion. Well! I am alive; and I know him in 
his true character at last. Am I a woman 
who submits when an outrage is offered to 
her? What will happen next? Who knows? 

I am ina fine humour. What I have just 


written has set me laughing at myself. Helena 
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Gracedieu has one merit at least—she is avery 


amusing person. 


I slept last night. 

This morning, I am strong again, calm, 
wickedly capable of deceiving Mr. Philip Dun- 
boyne, as he has deceived me. He has not 
the faintest suspicion that I have discovered 
him. I wish he had courage enough to kill 
somebody. How I should enjoy hiring the 
nearest window to the scaffold, and seeing him 
hanged ! 

Miss Jillgall is in better spirits than ever. 
She is going to take a little holiday; and the 
cunning creature makes a mystery of it. 
‘Good-bye, Miss Helena. I am going to stay 
for a day or two with a friend.’ What friend ? 
Who cares ? 


Last night, I was wakeful. In the darkness 


a daring idea came to me. To-day, I have 
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carried out the idea. Something has followed 
‘which is well worth entering in my Diary. 

I left the room at the usual hour for attend- _ 
ing to my domestic affairs. ‘The obstinate 
cook did me a service ; she was insolent ; she 
wanted to have her own way. I gave her her 
own way. In less than five minutes I was on 
the watch in the pantry, which has a view of 
the house door. My hat and my parasol were 
waiting for me on the table, in case of my 
going out, too. 

In a few minutes more, I heard the door 
opened. Mr. Philip Dunboyne stepped out. 
He was going to take another of his long 
walks. 

I followed him to the street in which the 
cabs stand. He hired the first one on the 
rank, an open chaise ; while 1 kept myself 
hidden in a shop door. 

The moment he started on his drive, I hired 


a closed cab. ‘Double your fare,’ I said to 


HELENA’S DIARY RESUMED. 153 


the driver, ‘whatever it may be, if you follow 

that chaise cleverly, and do what I tell you.’ 
He nodded and winked at me. A wicked- 

looking old fellow ; just the man I wanted. 
We followed the chaise. 


CHAPTER LVI. 
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WHEN we had left the town behind us, the 
coachman began to drive more slowly. In my 
ignorance, I asked what this change in the 
pace meant. He pointed with his whip to 
the’ open road and to the chaise in the distance. 

‘If we keep too near the gentleman, Miss, 
he has only got to look back, and he'll see we 
are following him. ' The safe thing to do is to 
let the chaise get onabit. We can’t lose sight 
of it, out here.’ 

I had felt inclined to trust in the driver's 
experience, and he had already justified my 
confidence in him. This encouraged me to 
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consult his opinion on a matter of some im- 
portance to my present interests. I could see 
the necessity of avoiding discovery when we 
had followed the chaise to its destination ; but 
I was totally at a loss to know how it could be 
done. My wily old man was ready with his 
advice the moment I asked for it. 

‘Wherever the chaise stops, Miss, we must 
drive past it as if we were going somewhere 
else. I shall notice the place while we go by ; 
and you will please sit back in the corner of 
the cab so that the gentleman can’t see you.’ 

‘Well,’ I said, ‘and what next ?’ 

‘Next, Miss, I shall pull up, wherever it 
may be, out of sight of the driver of the chaise. 
He bears an excellent character, I don’t deny 
it; but I’ve known him for years—and we had 
better not trust him. I shall tell you where 
the gentleman stopped ; and you will go back 
to the place (on foot, of course), and see for 


yourself what’s to be done, specially if there 
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happens to be a lady in the case. No offence, 
Miss; it’s in my experience that there’s 
generally a lady in the case. Anyhow, you. 
can judge for yourself, and you'll know where 
to find me waiting when you want me again.’ 

‘Suppose something happens,’ I suggested, 
‘that we don't expect ?’ 

‘I shan’t lose my head, Miss, whatever 
happens.’ 

‘All very well, coachman ; but I have only 
your word for it.’ In the irritable state of 
my mind, the man’s confident way of talking 
annoyed me. 

‘Begging your pardon, my young lady, 
you've got (if I may say so) what they call a 
guarantee. When I was a youngman, I drove 
a cab in London for ten years. Will that 
do? 

‘I suppose you mean, I answered, ‘that 
you have learned deceit in the wicked ways of 


the great city.’ 
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He took this as a compliment. ‘Thank 
you, Miss. That's it exactly.’ 

After a long drive, or so it seemed to my 
impatience, we passed the chaise drawn up at 
a lonely house, separated by a front garden 
from the road. In two or three minutes more, 
we stopped where the road took a turn, and 
descended to lower ground. The farmhouse 
which we had left behind us was known to the 
driver. He led the way to a gate at the side 
of the road, and opened it for me. 

‘In your place, Miss,’ he said slily, ‘ the 
private way back is the way I should wish to 
take. Try it by the fields. Turn to the right 
when you have passed the barn, and you'll 
find yourself at the back of the house.’ He 
stopped, and looked at his hig silver watch. 
‘Half-past twelve, he said, ‘the Chawbacons 
—I mean the farmhouse servants, Miss—will 
be at their dinner. Allin your favour, so far. 


If the dog happens to be loose, don’t forget 
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that his name’s Grinder ; call him by his name, 
and pat him before he has time enough to 
think, and he'll let you be. When you want, 
me, here you'll find me waiting for orders.’ 

I looked back as I crossed the field. The 
driver was sitting on the gate, smoking his 
pipe, and the horse was nibbling the grass at 
the roadside. Two happy animals, without a 
burden on their minds ! 

After passing the barn, I saw nothing of the 
dog. Far or near, no living creature appeared ; 
the servants must have been at dinner, as the 
coachman had foreseen. Arriving at a wooden 
fence, I opened a gate in it, and found myself 
on a bit of waste ground. On my left, there 
was a large duck-pond. On my right, I saw 
the fowl-house and the pigstyes. Before me 
was a high impenetrable hedge; and at some 
distance behind it—an orchard or a garden, 
as I supposed, filling the intermediate space— 
rose the back of the house. I made for the 


HELENA’S DIARY RESUMED. 159 


shelter of the hedge, in the fear that someone 
might approach a window and see me. Once 
sheltered from observation, I might consider 
what I should do next. It was impossible to 
doubt that this was the house in which Eunice 
was living. Neither could I fail to conclude 
that Philip had tried to persuade her to see 
him, on those former occasions when he told 
me he had taken a long walk. 

As I crouched behind the hedge, I heard 
voices approaching on the other side of it. At 
last fortune had befriended me. The person 
speaking at the moment was Miss Jillgall; 
and the person who answered her was Philip. 

‘IT am afraid, dear Mr. Philip, you don't 
quite understand my sweet Euneece. Honour- 
able, high-minded, delicate in her feelings, and, 
oh, so unselfish ! I don’t want to alarm you, 
but when she hears you have been deceiving 
Helena——’ 

‘Upon my word, Miss Jillgall, you are too 
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provoking! I have not been deceiving Helena. 
Haven't I told you what discouraging answers 
I got, when I went to see the Governor? 
Haven't [ shown you Eunice’s reply to my 
letter? You can’t have forgotten it already ?’ 

‘Oh, yes, I have. Why should I remember 
it? Don’t I know poor Euneece was in your 
mind, all the time?’ 

‘You're wrong again! Eunice was not in 
my mind all the time. I was hurt—lI was 
offended by the cruel manner in which she had 
treated me. And what was the consequence ? 
So far was I from deceiving Helena—she 
rose in my estimation by comparison with her 
sister.’ 

‘Oh, come, come, Mr. Philip! that won’t do. 
Helena rising in anybody’s estimation? Ha! 
hal ha! : 

‘Laugh as much as you like, Miss J ilgall, 
you wont laugh away the facts. Helena loved 


me; Helena was true to me. Don’t be hard 
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on a poor fellow who is half distracted. What 
a man finds he can do on one day, he finds 
he can’t do on another. Try to understand 
that a change does sometimes come over one’s 
feelings.’ 

‘Bless my soul, Mr. Philip, that’s just what 
I have been understanding ali the time! I 
know your mind as well as you know it 
yourself. You can’t forget my sweet 
Kuneece.’ 

‘I tell you I tried to forget her! On my 
word of honour as a gentleman, I tried to 
forget her, in justice to Helena. Is it my fault 
that I failed ? Eunice was in my mind, as you 
said just now. Oh, my friend—for you are 
my friend, I am sure—persuade her to see me, 
if it’s only for a minute!’ 

(Was there ever a man’s mind in sucha state 
of confusion as this! First, I rise in his 
precious estimation, and Eunice drops. Then 
Eunice rises, and I drop. Idiot! Mischievous 
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idiot ! Even Selina seemed to be disgusted 
with him, when she epoke next.) 

‘Mr. Philip, you are hard and unreasonable. ° 
I have tried to persuade her, and I have made 
my darling cry. Nothing you can say will 
induce me to distress her again. Go back, you 
very undetermined man—go back to your 
Helena.’ 

‘Too late.’ 

‘ Nonsense !’ 

‘I say too late. If I could have married 
Helena when | first went to stay in the house, I 
might have faced the sacrifice. As it is, I can't 
endure her; and (I tell you this in confidence) 
she has herself to thank for what has happened.’ 

‘Is that really true ? 

‘Quite true.’ 

‘Tell me what she did.’ 

Qh, don’t talk of her! Persuade Eunice to 
see me. I shall come back again, and again, 


and again till you bring her to me.’ 
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‘ Please don't talk nonsense. If she changes 
her mind, I will bring her with pleasure. If 
she still shrinks from it, I regard Euneece’s 
feelings as sacred. ‘Take my advice; don’t 
press her. Leave her time to think of you, 
and to pity you—and that true heart may be 
yours again, if you are worthy of it.’ 

‘Worthy of it? What do you mean ? 

‘Are you quite sure, my young friend, that 
you won't go back to Helena ?’ 

‘Go back to her? I would cut my throat if 
I thought myself capable of doing it!’ . 

‘How did she set you against her? Did 
the wretch quarrel with you?’ 

‘It might have been better for both of us 
if she had done that. Oh, her fulsome en- 
dearments! What a contrast to the charm- 
ing modesty of Eunice! If I was rich, I 
would make it worth the while of the first 
poor fellow I could find to rid me of Helena 
by marrying her. I don’t like saying such 
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a thing of a woman, but if you will have the 
truth 

‘Well, Mr. Philip—and what is the truth ?° 


‘Helena disgusts me.’ 





CHAPTER LVII. 
HELENA’S DIARY RESUMED. 


So it was all settled between them. Philip is 
tu throw me away, like one of his bad cigars, 
for this unanswerable reason: ‘ Helena dis- 
gusts me. And he is to persuade Eunice to 
take my place, and be his wife. Yes! if I let 
him do it. 

I heard no more of their talk. With that 
last, worst outrage burning in my memory, I 
left the place. 

On my way back to the carriage, the dog 
met me. Truly, a grand creature. I called 
him by his name, and patted him. He licked 
my hand. Something made me speak to him. 
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I said: ‘If I was to tell you to tear Mr. Philip 
Dunboyne to pieces, would you do it?’ The 
great good-natured brute held out his paw to ' 
shake hands. Well! well! Iwas not an object 
of disgust to the dog. 

But the coachman was startled, when he 
saw me again. He said something, I did not 
know what it was; and he produced a pocket- 
flask, containing some spirits, I suppose. Per- 
haps he thought I was going to faint. He 
little knew me. I told him to drive back to 
the place at which I had hired the cab, and 
earn his money He earned it. 

On getting home, I found Mrs. Tenbruggen 
walking up and down the dining-room, deep 
in thought. She was startled when we frst 
confronted each other. ‘ You look dreadfully 
ill,’ she said. 

I answered that I had been out for a little 
exercise, and had over-fatigued myself; and 


then changed the subject. ‘Docs my father 
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seem to improve under your treatment? I 
asked. 

‘Very far from it, my dear. I promised 
that I would try what Massage would do for 
him, and I find myself compelled to give it 


’ 


up. 

‘Why ? 

‘Tt excites him dreadfully.’ 

‘In what way ? 

‘He has been talking wildly of events in 
his past life. His brain is in some condition 
which is beyond my powers of investigation. 
He pointed to a cabinet in his room, and said 
his past life was locked up there. I asked if 
I should unlock it. He shook with fear; he 
said I should let out the ghost of his dead 
brother-in-law. Have you any idea of what 
he meant ?’ 

The cabinet was full of old letters. I could 
tell her that—and could tell her no more. I 
had never heard of his brother-in-law.. Another 
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of his delusions, no doubt. ‘ Did you ever hear 
him speak, Mrs. Tenbruggen went on, ‘of a 
place called Low Lanes ? 

She waited for my reply to this last in- 
quiry, with an appearance of anxiety that 
surprised me. I had never heard him speak 
of Low Lanes. 

‘Have you any particular interest in the 
place? I asked. 

‘None whatever.’ 

She went away to attend on a patient. I 
retired to my bedroom, and opened my Diary. 
Again and again, I read that remarkable story 
of the intended poisoning, and of the manner 
in which it had ended. I sat thinking over 
this romance in real life, till I was interrupted 
by the announcement of dinner. 

Mr. Philip Dunboyne had returned. In 
Miss Jillgall’s absence we were alone at the 
table. My appetite was gone. I made a 
pretence of eating, and another pretence of 


HELENA’S DIARY RESUMED. 169 


being glad to see my devoted lover. I talked 
to him in the prettiest manner. As a hypo- 
crite, he thoroughly matched me; he was 
gallant, he was amusing. If baseness like 
ours had been punishable by the law, a prison 
was the right place for both of us. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen came in again, after dinner, 
still not quite easy about my health. ‘ How 
flushed you are!’ she said. ‘Let me feel your 
pulse.’ I laughed, and left her with Mr. Philip 
Dunboyne. 

Passing my father’s door, I looked in, anxious 
to sce if he was in the excitable state which 
Mrs. Tenbruggen had described. Yes; the 
effect which she had produced on him—how, 
she knows best—had not passed away yet: 
he was still talking. The attendant told me 
it had gone on for hours together. On my 
approaching his chair, he called out: ‘ Which 
are you? Eunice or Helena?’ When I had 


answered him, he beckoned me to come nearer. 
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‘I’m getting stronger every minute, he said. 
‘We will go travelling to-morrow, and see the 
place where you were born.’ 

Where had I been born? WHe had never 
told me where. Had he mentioned the place 
in Mrs. Tenbruggen’s hearing? I asked the 
attendant if he had been present while she 
was in the room. Yes: he had remained at 
his post ; he had also heard the allusion to the 
place with the odd name. Had Mr. Gracedieu 
said anything more about that place? Nothing 
more ; the poor Minister's mind had wandered 
off to other things. He was wandering now. 
Sometimes, he was addressing his congregation ; 
sometimes, he wondered what they would give 
him for supper; sometimes, he talked of the 
flowers in the garden. And then he looked 
at me, and frowned, and said I prevented him 
from thinking. 

I went back to my bedroom, and opened my 


Diary, and read the story again. 
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Was the poison of which that resolute young 
wife proposed to make use, something that 
acted slowly, and told the doctors nothing if 
they looked for it after death ? 

Would it be running too great a risk to 
show the story to the doctor, and try to get 
a little valuable information in that way? It 
would be useless. He would make some feeble 
joke; he would say, girls and poisons are not 
fit company for each other. 

But I might discover what I want to know 
in another way. I might call on the doctor, 
after he has gone out on his afternoon round 
of visits, and might tell the servant I would 
wait for his master’s return. Nobody would 
be in my way; I might get at the medical 
literature in the consulting-room, and find the 
information for myself. 

A knock at my door interrupted me in the 
midst of my plans. Mrs. Tenbruggen again ! 
—=stiJl in a fidgety state of feeling on the 
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subject of my health. ‘ Which is it ?’ she said. 
‘Pain of body, my dear, or pain of mind? |] 
am anxious about you.’ 

‘My dear Elizabeth, your sympathy is 
thrown away on me. As I have told you 
already, I am over-tired—nothing more.’ 

She was relieved to hear that I had no 
mental troubles to complain of. ‘Fatigue,’ 
she remarked, ‘sets itself right with rest. 
Did you take a very long walk ?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Beyond the limits of the town, of course ? 
Philip has been taking a walk in the country, 
too. He doesn’t say that he met you.’ 

These clever people sometimes overreach 
themselves. How she suggested it to me, I 
cannot pretend to have discovered. But I did 
certainly suspect that she had led Philip, while 
they were together downstairs, into saying to 
her what he had already said to Miss Jillgall. 
I was so angry that I tried to pump my excel- 
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lent friend, as she had been trying to pump 
me—a vulgar expression, but vulgar writing 
is such a convenient way of writing some- 
times. My first attempt to entrap the Mas- 
seuse failed completely. She coolly changed 
the sulject. 

‘Have [ interrupted you in writing? she 
asked, pointing to my Diary. 

‘No; I was idling over what J have written 
already —an extraordinary story which I copied 
frem a book.’ 

“May I look at it? 

I pushed the open Diary across the table. 
If I was the object of any suspicions which she 
wanted to confirm, 1t would be curious to see 
if the poisoning story helped her. ‘It’s a 
piece of family history, I said; ‘I think you 
will agree with me that it is really inter- 
esting. 

She began to read. As she went on, not all 


her power of controlling herself could prevent 
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her from turning pale. This change of colour 
{in such a woman) a little alarmed me. When 
a girl is devoured by deadly hatred of a man, 
does the feeling show itself to other persons in 
her face? I must practise before the glass, 
and train my face into a trustworthy state of 
<liscipline. 

‘Coarse melodrama!’ Mrs. Tenbruggen de- 
clared. ‘Mere sensation. No analysis of 
¢«haracter. A made-up story !’ | 

‘Well made up, surely ? I answered. 

‘I don’t agree with you.’ Her voice was 
mot quite so steady as usual. She asked 
suddenly if my clock was right—and declared 
that she should be late for an appointment. 
On taking leave she pressed my hand strongly 
—eyed me with distrustful attention—and 
said very emphatically : ‘ Take care of yourself, 
Helena; pray take care of yourself.’ 

I am afraid I did a very foolish thing when 
I showed her the poisoning story. Has it 
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helped the wily old creature to look into my 
inmost thoughts ¢ 


Impossible ! 


To-day, Miss Jillgall returned, looking 
hideously healthy and _ spitefully cheerful. 
Although she tried to conceal it, while I was 
present, I could see that Philip has recovered 
his place in her favour. After what he had 
said to her behind the hedge at the farm, she 
would be relieved from all fear of my becoming 
his wife, and would joyfully anticipate his 
marriage to Eunice. There are thoughts in 
me which I don’t set down in my book. I 
only say: We shall see. 

This afternoon, I decided on visiting the 
doctor. 

The servant was quite sorry for me when 
he answered the door. His master had just 
left the house for a round of visits. I said I 


would wait. The servant was afraid I should 
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find waiting very tedious. I reminded him 
that I could go away if I found it tedious. At 
last, the polite old man left me. | 

I went into the consulting-room, and read 
the backs of the medical books ranged round 
the walls, and found a volume that interested 
me. There was such curious information in 
it that I amused myself by making extracts, 
using the first sheets of paper that I could 
find. They had printed directions at the top, 
which showed that the doctor was accustomed 
to write hus prescriptions on them. We had 
many, too many, of his prescriptions in our 
house. 

The servant's doubts of my patience proved 
to have been well-founded. I got tired of 
waiting, and went home before the doctor 
returned. 

From morning to night, nothing has been 
seen of Mrs. Tenbruggen to-day. Nor has any 


apology for her neglect of us been received, 
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fond as she is of writing little notes. Has 
that story in my diary driven her away? 


Let me see what to-morrow may bring forth. 


To-day has brought forth—nothing. Mrs. 
Tenbruggen still keeps away from us. It 
looks as if my diary had something to do with 
the mystery of her absence. 

I am not in good spirits to-day. My nerves 
—if I have such things, which is more than I 
know by my own experience—have been a 
little shaken by a horrid dream. The medical 
information, which my thirst for knowledge 
absorbed in the doctor's consulting-room, 
turned traitor—armed itself with the grotesque 
horrors of nightmare — and so thoroughly 
frightened me that I was on the point of being 
foolish enough to destroy my notes. I thought 
better of it, and my notes are safe under lock 
and key. 

Mr. Philip Dunboyne is trying to pave the 
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way for his flight from this house. He speaks 
of friends in London, whose interest will help 
him to find the employment which is the object 
of his ambition. ‘In a few days more,’ he 
said, ‘ I shall ask for leave of absence.’ 

Instead of looking at me, his eyes wandered 
to the window; his fingers played restlessly 
with his watch-chain while he spoke. I thought 
I would give him a chance, a last chance, of 
making the atonement that he owes to me. 
This shows shameful weakness, on my part. 
Does my own resolution startle me? Or does 
the wretch appeal—to what? To my pity? 
It cannot be my love; I am positively sure 
that I hate him. Well, I am not the first girl 
who has been an unanswerable riddle to 
herself. 

‘Is there any other motive for your depar- 
ture?’ I asked. 

‘What other motive can there be? he 


replied. 
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I put what I had to say to him in plainer 
words still. ‘Tell me, Philip, are you be- 
ginning to wish that you were a free man 
again ?’ 

He still prevaricated. Was this because he 
is afraid of me, or because he is not quite brute 
enough to insult me to my face? I tried again 
for the third and last time. I almost put the 
words into his mouth. 

‘I fancy you have been out of temper lately,’ 
I said. ‘You have not been your own kinder 
and better self. Is this the right interpreta- 
tion of the change that I think I see in you ? 

He answered : ‘I have not been very well 
lately.’ 

‘And that is all ? 

‘Yes—that is all.’ 

There was no more to be said; I turned 
away to leave the room. He followed me to 
the door. After a momentary hesitation, he 


made the attempt to kiss me. I only looked 
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at him—he drew back from me in silence. 
I left the new Judas, standing alone, while the 
shades of evening began to gather over the 


room. 


Third Period (continued). 


EVENTS IN THE FAMILY RELATED BY MISS 
JILLGALL. 


CHAPTER LVIIL. 
DANGER. 


‘Iy anything of importance happens, I trust 
to you to write an account of it, and to send 
the writing to me. I will come to you at 
once, if I see reason to believe that my 
presence is required.’ 

Those lines, in your last kind reply to me, 
rouse my courage, dear Mr. Governor, and 
sharpen the vigilance which has always been 
one of the strong points in my character. 
Every suspicious circumstance which occurs 
in this house will be (so to speak) seized on 
by my pen, and will find itself (so to speak 
again) placed on its trial, before your un- 
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erring judgment. Let the wicked tremble ! 
I mention no names. 

Taking up my narrative where it came to 
an end, when I last wrote, I have to say a 
word first on the subject of my discoveries, in 
regard to Philip’s movements. 

The advertisement of a private inquiry 
office, which I read in a newspaper, put the 
thing into my head. I provided myself with 
money to pay the expenses by—lI blush while 
I write it—pawning my watch. This humilia- 
tion of my poor self has been rewarded by 
success. Skilled investigation has proved 
that our young man has come to his senses 
again, exactly as I supposed. On each oc- 
casion when he was suspiciously absent from 
the house, he has been followed to the farm. 
I have been staying there myself for a day or 
two, in the hope of persuading Eunice to 
relent. The hope has not yet been realized. 
But Philip’s devotion, assisted by my in- 
fluence, will yet prevail. Let us not despair. 
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Whether Helena knows positively that she 
has lost her wicked hold on Philip I. cannot 
say. It seems hardly possible that she could 
have made the discovery just yet. The one 
thing of which I am certain is, that she looks 
like a fiend. 

Philip has wisely taken my advice, and 
employed pious fraud. He will get away 
from the wretch, who has tempted him once 
and may tempt him again, under pretence 
of using the interest of his friends in London 
to find a place under Government. He has 
not been very well for the last day or two, 
and the execution of our project is in con- 
sequence delayed. 

I have news of Mrs. Tenbruggen which 
will, I think, surprise you. 

She has kept away from us in a most 
unaccountable manner. I called on her at 
the hotel, and heard she was engaged with her 


lawyer. On the next day, she suddenly re- 
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turned to her old habits, and paid the cus- 
tomary visit. I observed a similar alteration 
in her state of feeling. She is now coldly 
civil to Helena; and she asks after Eunice 
with a maternal interest touching to see. I 
said to her: ‘ Elizabeth, you appear to have 
changed your opinion of the two girls, since I 
saw you. She answered, with a delightful 
candour which reminded me of old times: 
‘Completely! I said: ‘A woman of your 
intellectual calibre, dear, doesn’t change her 
mind without a good reason for it.’ Elizabeth 
cordially agreed with me. I ventured to be a 
little more explicit: ‘ You have no doubt 
made some interesting discovery.’ Elizabeth 
agreed again ; and I ventured again: ‘I sup- 
pose I may not ask what the discovery is ?’ 
‘No, Selina, you may not ask.’ 

This is curious ; but it is nothing to what I 
have got to tell you next. Just as I was 
longing to take her to my bosom again as my 
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friend and confidant, Elizabeth has disappeared. 
And, alas! alas! there is a reason for it which 
no sympathetic person can dispute. 

I have just received some overwhelming 
news, in the form of a neat parcel, addressed 
to myself. 

There has been a scandal at the hotel. 
That monster in human form, Elizabeth's 
husband, is aware of his wife’s professional 
fame, has heard of the large sums of money 
which she earns as the greatest living pro- 
fessor of Massage, has been long on the look- 
out for her, and has discovered her at last. 
He has not only forced his way into her 
sitting-room at the hotel: he insists on her 
living with him again ; her money being the 
attraction, it is needless to say. If she re- 
fuses, he threatens her with the law—the 
barbarous law which, to use his own coarse 
expression, will ‘ restore his conjugal rights.’ 

All this I gather from the narrative of my 
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unhappy friend, which forms one of the two 
enclosures in her parcel. She has already 
made her escape. Ha! the man doesn’t live 
who can circumvent Elizabeth. The English 
Court of Law isn’t built which can catch her 
when she roams the free and glorious Con- 
tinent. 

The vastness of this amazing woman’s mind 
is what I must pause to admire. In the 
frightful catastrophe that has befallen her, she 
can still think of Philip and Euneece. She 
is eager to hear of their marriage, and re- 
nounces Helena with her whole heart. ‘I too 
was deceived by that cunning young woman,’ 
she writes. ‘ Beware of her, Selina. Unless 
I am much mistaken, she is going to end 
badly. Take care of Philip, take care of 
Euneece. If you want help, apply at once to 
my favourite hero in real life, The Governor.’ I 
don’t presume to correct Elizabeth’s language. I 
should have called you The Idol of the Women. 
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The second enclosure contains, as I suppose, 
a wedding present. It is carefully sealed—it 
feels no bigger than an ordinary letter—and it 
contains an inscription which your highly- 
cultivated intelligence may be able to explain. 
I copy it as follows : 

‘To be enclosed in another envelope, ad- 
dressed to Mr. Dunboyne the elder, at Percy’s 
Private Hotel, London, and delivered by a 
trustworthy messenger, on the day when Mr. 
Philip Dunboyne is married to Miss Eunice 
Gracedieu. Placed meanwhile under the care 
of Miss Selina Jillgall.’ 

Why is this mysterious letter to be sent 
to Philip's father? I wonder whether that 
circumstance will puzzle you as it has puzzled 


me. 


I have kept my report back, so as to send 
you the last news relating to Philip’s state of 
health. To my great regret, his illness seems 
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to have made a serious advance since yester- 
day. When I ask if he is in pain, he says: 
‘It isn’t exactly pain ; I feel as if I was sink- 
ing. Sometimes I am giddy ; arid sometimes 
I find myself feeling thirsty and sick.’ I 
have no opportunity of looking after him as 
T could wish ; for Helena insists on nursing 
him, assisted by the housemaid. Maria is 
a very good girl in her way, but too stupid to 
be of much use. If he is not better to- 
morrow, I shall insist on sending for the 


doctor. 


He is no better; and he wishes to have 
medical help. Helena doesn’t seem to under- 
stand his illness. It was not until Philip had 
insisted on seeing him that she consented to 
send for the doctor. 

You had some talk with this experienced 
physician when you were here, and you know 


what a clever man he is. When I tell you 
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that he hesitates to say what is the matter 
with Philip, you will feel as much alarmed as 
I do. I will wait to send this to the post 


until I can write in a more definite way. 


Two days more have passed. The doctor 
has put two very strange questions to me. 

He asked, first, if there was anybody 
staying with us besides the regular members 
of the household. I said we had no visitor. 
He wanted to know next, if Mr. Philip Dun- 
boyne had made any enemies since he has 
been living in our town. I said none that 
I knew of—and I took the liberty of asking 
what he meant. He answered to this, that he 
has a few more inquiries to make, and that he 


will tell me what he means to-morrow. 


For God’s sake come here as soon as you 
possibly can. The whole burden is thrown on 


me—and I am quite unequal to it. 
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I received the doctor to-day in the drawing- 
room. ‘Jo my amazement, he begged leave to 
speak with me in the garden. When I asked 
why, he answered: ‘I don’t want to have a 
listener at the door. Come out on the lawn, 
where we can be sure that we are alone.’ 

When we were in the garden, he noticed 
that [ was trembling. 

‘Rouse your courage, Miss Jillgall,’ he said. 
‘In the Minister’s helpless state there is no- 
body whom I can speak to but yourself.’ 

I ventured to remind him that he might 
speak to Helena as well as to myself. 

He looked as black as thunder when I 
mentioned her name. All he said was, ‘ No!’ 
But, oh, if you had heard his voice—and he so 
gentle and sweet-tempered at other times—you 
would have felt, as I did, that he had Helena 
in his mind! 

‘ Now, listen to this,’ he went on. ‘ Every- 
thing that my art can do for Mr. Philip 
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undone while I am away by some other 
person. He is worse to-day than I have seen 
him yet.’ 

‘Qh, sir, do you think he will die?’ 

‘He will certainly die unless the right means 
are taken to save him, and taken at once. It 
is my duty not to flinch from telling you the 
truth. I have madea discovery since yesterday 
which satisfies me that I am right. Somebody 
is trying to poison Mr. Dunboyne; and some- 
body will succeed unless he is removed from 
this house.’ 

I am a poor feeble creature. The doctor 
caught me, or I should have dropped on the 
grass. It was not a fainting-fit. I only shook 
and shivered so that I was too weak to stand 
up. Encouraged by the doctor, I recovered 
sufficiently to be able to ask him where Philip 
was to be taken to. He said: ‘To the 
hospital. No poisoner can follow my patient 
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there. Persuade him to let me take him away, 
when I call again in an hour’s time.’ 

As soon as [ could hold a pen, I sent a 
telegram to you. Pray, pray come by the 
earliest train. I also telegraphed to old Mr. 
Dunboyne, at the hotel in London. 


It was impossible for me to face Helena; I 
own I was afraid. The cook kindly went 
upstairs to see who was in Philip’s room. It 
was the housemaid’s turn to look after him for 
awhile. I went instantly to his bedside. 

There was no persuading him to allow him- 
self to be taken to the hospital. ‘I am dying,’ 
he said. ‘If you have any pity for me, send 
for Euneece. Let me see her once amore, Jet 
me hear her say that she forgives me, before I 
die.’ 

I hesitated. It was too terrible to think of 
Euneece in the same house with her sister. 
Her life might be in danger! Philip gave me 
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a look, a dreadful ghastly look. ‘If you 
refuse,’ he said wildly, ‘the grave won't hold 
me, I'll haunt you for the rest of your life.’ 

‘She shall hear that you are ill,’ I answered 
—and ran out of the room before he could 
speak again. 

What I had promised to write, I did write. 
But, placed between Euneece’s danger and 
Philip’s danger, my heart was all for Euneece. 
Would Helena spare her, if she came to 
Philip’s bedside? In such terror as I never 
felt before in my life, I added a word more, 
entreating her not to leave the farm. I pro- 
mised to keep her regularly informed on the 
subject of Philip’s illness; and I mentioned 
that I expected the Governor to return to us 
immediately. ‘Do nothing,’ I wrote, ‘ without 
his advice.’ My letter having been com- 
pleted, I sent the cook away with it, in a 
chaise. She belonged to the neighbourhood, 
and she knew the farmhouse well. 

48—2 
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Nearly two hours afterwards, I heard the 
chaise stop at the door, and ran out, impatient 
to hear how my sweet girl had received my 
letter. God help us all! When I opened 
the door, the first person whom I saw was 


Euneece herself. 


CHAPTER LIX. 
DEFENCE. 


ONE surprise followed another, after I had en- 
countered Eunecce at the door. 

When my fondness had excused her for 
setting the well-meant advice in my letter at 
defiance, I was conscious of expecting to see 
her in tears; eager, distressingly eager, to 
hear what hope there might be of Philip’s 
recovery. I saw no tears, I heard no inquiries. 
She was pale, and quiet, and silent. Not a 
word fell from her when we met, not a word 
when she kissed me, not a word when she led 
the way into the nearest room—the dining- 
room. It was only when we were shut in 


together that she spoke. 
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‘Which is Philip’s room?’ she asked. 

Instead of wanting to know how he was, 
she desired to know where he was! I pointed 
towards the back dining-room, which had been 
made into a bedroom for Philip. He had 
chosen it himself, when he first came to stay 
with us, because the window opened into the 
garden, and he could slip out and smoke at 
any hour of the day or night, when he pleased. 

‘Who is with him now? was the next 
strange thing this sadly-changed girl said 
to me. 

‘Maria is taking her turn,’ I answered ; 
‘she assists in nursing Philip.’ 

‘Where is 


than that. Her breatn quickened, her colour 





?’ Kuneece got no farther 


faded away. I had seen people look as she 
was looking now, when they suffered under 
some sudden pain. Before I could offer to 
help her, she rallied, and went on: ‘ Where,’ 


she began again, ‘is the other nurse?’ 
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‘You mean Helena?’ I said. 

‘IT mean the Poisoner.’ 

When I remind you, dear Mr. Governor, 
that my letter had carefully concealed from 
her the horrible discovery made by the doctor, 
your imagination will picture my state of 
mind. She saw that I was overpowered. Her 
sweet nature, so strangely frozen up thus far, 
melted at last. ‘You don’t know what I 
have heard,’ she said, ‘ you don’t know what 
thoughts have been roused in me.’ She left 
her chair, and sat on my knee with the 
familiarity of the dear old times, and took 
the letter that I had written to her from her 
pocket. 

‘ Look at it yourself,’ she said, ‘and tell me 
if anybody could read it, and not see that you 
were concealing something. My dear, I have 
driven round by the doctor’s house—I have 
seen him—I have persuaded him, or perhaps 


I ought to say surprised him, into telling me 
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‘the truth. But the kind old man is obstinate. 
He wouldn’t believe me when I told him I 
was on my way here to save Philip’s life. He 
said: ‘‘ My child, you will only put your own 
life in jeopardy. If I had not seen that danger, 
I should never have told you of the dreadful 
state of things at home. Go back to the good 
people at the farm, and leave the saving of 
Philip to me. ”’’ 

‘He was right, Euneece, entirely right.’ 

‘No, dear, he was wrong. I begged him to 
come here, and judge for himself; and I ask 
you to do the same.’ 

I was obstinate. ‘Go back! I persisted. 
‘Go back to the farm!’ 

‘Can I see Philip ?’ she asked. 

I have heard some insolent men say that 
women are like cats. If they mean that we 
do, figuratively speaking, scratch at times, 
I am afraid they are not altogether wrong. 


An irresistible impulse made me say to poor 
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Euneece: ‘ This is a change indeed, since you - 
refused to receive Philip.’ 

‘Is there no change in the circumstances ?’ 
she asked sadly. ‘ Isn’t he ill and in danger?” 

I begged her to forgive me; I said I meant 
no harm, 

‘I gave him up to my sister,’ she continued, 
‘when I believed that his happiness depended, 
not on me, but on her. I take him back 
to myself, when he is at the mercy of a demon 
who threatens his life. Come, Selina, let us 
go to Philip.’ 

She put her arm round me, and made me 
get up from my chair. I was so easily per- 
suaded by her, that the fear of what Helena’s 
jealousy and Helena’s anger might do was 
scarcely present in my thoughts. The door 
of communication was locked, on the side 
of the bedchamber. I went into the hall, 
to enter Philip’s room by the other door. 
She followed, waiting behind me. I heard 
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what passed between them #vhen Maria went 
out to her. 

‘Where is Miss Gracedieu ?’ 

‘Resting upstairs, Miss, in her room.’ 

‘Look at the clock, and tell me when you 
expect her to come down here.’ 

‘I am to call her, Miss, in ten minutes 
more.’ 

‘Wait in the dining-room, Maria, till I 
come back to you.’ 

She joined me. I held the door open for 
her to go into Philip’s room. It was not out 
of curiosity ; the feeling that urged me was 
sympathy, when I waited a moment to see 
their first meeting. She bent over the poor, 
pallid, trembling, suffering man, and raised 
him in her arms, and laid his head on her 
bosom. ‘My Philip! She murmured those 
words in a kiss. I closed the door; I had a 
good cry ; and, oh, how it comforted me! 


There was only a minute to spare when she 
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came out of the foom. Maria was waiting for 
her. Euneece said, as quietly as ever: ‘Go, 
and call Miss Gracedieu.’ 

The girl looked at her, and saw—I don’t 
know what. Maria became alarmed. But 
she went up the stairs, and returned in haste 
to tell us that her young mistress was coming 
down. 

The faint rustling of Helena’s dress as she 
left her room reached us in the silence. [ re- 
mained at the open door of the dining-room, 
and Maria approached and stood near me. 
We were both frightened. Euneece stepped 
forward, and stood on the mat at the foot of 
the stairs, waiting. Her back was towards 
me ; I could only see that she was as still as 
a statue. The rustling of the dress came 
nearer. Qh, Heavens! what was going to 
happen? My teeth chattered in my head; I 
held by Maria’s shoulder. Drops of perspira- 


tion showed themselves on the girl’s forehead ; 
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she stared in vacant terror at the slim little 
figure, posted firm and still on the mat. 

Helena turned the corner of the stairs, and 
waited a moment on the last landing, and saw 
her sister. 

‘You here?’ she said. ‘What do you 
want ?’ 

There was no reply. Helena descended, 
until she reached the last stair but one. 
There, she stopped. Her staring eyes grew 
large and wild: her hand shook as she 
stretched it out, feeling for the bannister ; 
she staggered as she caught at it, and held 
herself up. The silence was still unbroken. 
Something in me, stronger than myself, 
drew my steps along the hall, nearer and 
nearer to the stair, till I could see the face 
which had struck that murderous wretch with 
terror. 


I looked. 


No! it was not my sweet girl; it was a 
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horrid transformation of her. I saw a fearful 
creature, with glittering eyes that threatened 
some unimaginable vengeance. Her lips were 
drawn back ; they showed her clenched teeth. 
A burning red flush dyed her face. The hair 
of her head rose, little by little, slowly. And, 
most dreadful sight of all, she seemed, in the 
stillness of the house, to be listening to some- 
thing. If I could have moved, I should have 
fled to the first place of refuge 1 could find. 
If I could have raised my voice, I should 
have cried for help. I could do neither the 
one nor the other. I could only look, look, 
look ; held by the horror of it with a hand 
of iron. 

Helena must have roused her courage, and 
resisted her terror. I heard her speak : 

‘ Let me by !’ 


Slowly, steadily, in a whisper, Euneece 


made that reply. 
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Helena tried once more—still fighting 
against her own terror: I knew it by the 
trembling of her voice : | 

‘Let me by,’ she repeated ; ‘I am on my 
way to Philip’s room.’ 

‘You will never enter Philip’s room again.’ 

‘Who will stop me ?” 

*T will.’ 

She had spoken in the same steady whisper 
throughout—but now she moved. I saw her 
set her foot on the first stair. I saw the horrid 
glitter in her eyes flash close into Helena’s 
face. I heard her say : 

‘Poisoner, go back to your room.’ 

Silent and shuddering, Helena shrank away 
from her—daunted by her glittering eyes ; 
mastered by her lifted hand pointing up the 
stairs. 

Helena slowly ascended till she reached the 
landing. She turned and looked down ; she 
tried to speak. The pointing hand struck her 
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dumb, and drove her up the next flight of 
stairs. She was lost to view. Only the small 
rustling sound of the dress was to be heard, 
growing fainter and fainter ; then an interval 
of stillness ; then the noise of a door opened 
and closed again; then no sound more—but a 
change to be seen: the transformed creature 
was crouching on her knees, still and silent, 
her face covered by her hands. I was afraid 
to approach her ; I was afraid to speak to her. 
After a time, she rose. Suddenly, swiftly, 
with her head turned away from me, she 
opened the door of Philip’s room—and was 
gone. 

I looked round. There was only Maria in 
the lonely hall. Shall I try to tell you what 
my sensations were ? It may sound strangely, 
but it is true—I felt like a sleeper, who has 


half awakened from a dream. 


CHAPTER LX. 
DISCOVERY. 


A LitTLe later, on that eventful day, when I 
was most in need of all that your wisdom and 
kindness could do to guide me, came the tele- 
gram which announced that you were helpless 
under an attack of gout. As soon as I had in 
some degree got over my disappointment, I 
remembered having told Euneece in my letter 
that I expected her kind old friend to come to 
us. With the telegram in my hand, I knocked 
softly at Philip’s door. 

The voice that bade me come in was the 
gentle voice that I knew so well. Philip was 
sleeping. There, by his bedside, with his 
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hand resting in her hand, was Euneece, so 
completely restored to her own sweet self that 
I could hardly believe what I had seen, not an 
hour since. She talked of you, when I showed 
her your message, with affectionate interest 
and regret. Look back, my admirable friend, 
at what I have written on the two or three 
pages which precede this, and explain the 
astounding contrast if you can. 

I was left alone to watch by Philip, while 
Euneece went away to see her father. Soon 
afterwards, Maria took my place; I had been 
sent for to the next room to receive the 
doctor. 

He looked care-worn and grieved. I said I 
was afraid he had brought bad news with him. 

‘The worst possible news,’ he answered. 
‘A terrible exposure threatens this family, and 
I am powerless to prevent it.’ 

He then asked me to remember the day 
when I had been surprised by the singular 
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questions which he had put to me, and when 
he had engaged to explain himself after he 
nad made some inquiries. Why, and how, he 
had set those inquiries on foot, was what 
he had now to tell. I will repeat what he 
said, in his own words, as nearly as I can 
remember them. While he was in attendance 
on Philip, he had observed symptoms which 
made him suspect that Digitalis had been 
given to the young man, in doses often re- 
peated. Cases of attempted poisoning by this 
medicine were so rare, that he felt bound to 
put his suspicions to the test by going round 
among the chemists’ shops— excepting of 
course the shop at which his own prescriptions 
were made up—and asking if they had lately 
dispensed any preparation of Digitalis, ordered 
perhaps in a larger quantity than usual. At 
the second shop he visited, the chemist 
laughed. ‘Why, doctor,’ he said, ‘have you 


forgotten your own prescription? After this, 
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the prescription was asked for, and produced. 
It was on the paper used by the doctor— 
paper which had his address printed at the 
top, and a notice added, telling patients who 
came to consult him for the second time to 
bring their prescriptions with them. Then, 
there followed in writing: ‘ Tincture of Digi- 
talis, one ounce’—with his signature at the 
end, not badly imitated, but a forgery never- 
theless. The chemist noticed the effect which 
this discovery had produced on the doctor, 
and asked if that was his signature. He 
could hardly, as an honest man, have asserted 
that a forgery was a signature of his own 
writing. So he made the true reply, and 
asked who had presented the prescription. 
The chemist called to his assistant to come 
forward. ‘Did you tell me that you knew, 
by sight, the young lady who brought this 
prescription ? The assistant admitted it. 
‘Did you tell me she was Miss Helena 
49—2 
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Gracedieu ? ‘I did.’ ‘Are you sure of not 
having made any mistake?’ ‘Quite sure.’ 
The chemist then said: ‘I myself supplied 
the Tincture of Digitalis, and the young lady 
paid for it, and took it away with her. You 
have had all the information that I can give 
you, sir; and I may now ask, if you can 
throw any light on the matter.’ Our good 
friend thought of the poor Minister, so sorely 
afflicted, and of the famous name so sincerely 
respected in the town and in the country 
round, and said he could not undertake to 
give an immediate answer. The chemist was 
excessively angry. ‘You know as well as I 
do,’ he said, ‘that Digitalis, given in certain 
doses, is a poison, and you cannot deny that I 
honestly believed myself to be dispensing your 
prescription. While you are hesitating to 
give me an answer, my character may suffer ; 
I may be suspected myself.’ He ended in 


declaring he should consult his lawyer. The 
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doctor went home, and questioned his servant. 
The man remembered the day of Miss Helena’s 
visit in the afternoon, and the intention that 
she expressed of waiting for his master’s 
return. He had shown her into the parlour 
which opened into the consulting-room. No 
other visitor was in the house at that time, or 
had arrived during the rest of the day. The 
doctor’s own experience, when he got home, 
led him to conclude that Helena had gone into 
the consulting-room. He had entered that 
room, for the purpose of writing some pre- 
scriptions, and had found the leaves of paper 
that he used diminished in number. After 
what he had heard, and what he had dis- 
covered (to say nothing of what he suspected, 
it occurred to him to look along the shelves of 
his medical library. He found a volume 
(treating of Poisons) with a slip of paper 
left between the leaves ; the poison described 
at the place so marked being Digitalis, and the 
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paper used being one of his own prescription- 
papers. ‘If, as I fear, a legal investigation 
into Helena’s conduct is a possible event,’ the 
doctor concluded, ‘there is the evidence that 
I shall be obliged to give, when I am called as 
a witness.’ 

It is my belief that I could have felt no 
greater dismay, if the long arm of the Law 
had laid its hold on me while he was speaking. 
I asked what was to be done. 

‘If she leaves the house at once,’ the doctor 
replied, ‘she may escape the infamy of being 
charged with an attempt at murder by poison ; 
and, in her absence, I can answer for Philip's 
life. I don’t urge you to warn her, because 
that might be a dangerous thing to do. It is 
for you to decide, as a member of the family, 
whether you will run the risk.’ 

I tried to speak to him of Euneece, and to 
tell him what I had already related to your- 


self He was in no humour to listen to me. 
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‘Keep it for a fitter time,’ he answered ; ‘and 
think of what I have just said to you.’ With 
that, he left me, on his way to Philip’s room. 

Mental exertion was completely beyond me. 
Can you understand a poor middle-aged 
spinster being frightened into doing a danger- 
ous thing? That may seern to be nonsense. 
But if you ask why I took a morsel of paper, 
and wrote the warning which I was afraid to 
communicate by word of mouth—why I went 
upstairs with my knees knocking together, and 
opened the door of Helena’s room just wide 
enough to let my hand pass through—why I 
threw the paper in, and banged the door to 
again, and ran downstairs as I have never run 
since I was a little girl—I can only say, in the 
way of explanation, what I have said already : 
I was frightened into doing it. 

What I have written, thus far, I shall send 
to you by to-night’s post. 

The doctor came back to me, after he had 
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seen Philip, and spoken with Euneece. He 
was very angry ; and, I must own, not without 
reason. Philip had flatly refused to let him- 
self be removed to the hospital ; and Huneece— 
‘a mere girl ’—had declared that she would be 
answerable for consequences! The doctor 
warned me that he meant to withdraw from 
the case, and to make his declaration before 
the magistrates. At my entreaties he con- 
sented to return in the evening, and to judge 
by results before taking the terrible step that 
he had threatened. 

While I remained at home on the watch, 
keeping the doors of both rooms locked, 
Euneece went out to get Philip’s medicine. 
She came back, followed by a boy carrying a 
portable apparatus for cooking. ‘All that 
Philip wants, and all that we want,’ she ex- 
plained, ‘ we can provide for ourselves. Give 
me a morsel of paper to write on.’ 

- Unhooking the little pencil attached to her 
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watch-chain, she paused, and looked towards 
the door. ‘Somebody listening,’ she whis- 
pered. ‘Let them listen.’ She wrote a list of 
necessaries, in the way of things to eat and 
things to drink, and asked me to go out and 
get them myself. ‘I don’t doubt the 
servants,’ she said, speaking distinctly enough 
to be heard outside ; ‘ but I am afraid of what 
a Poisoner’s cunning and a Poisoner’s despera- 
tion may do, in a kitchen which is open to 
her.’ I went away on my errand—discovering 
no listener outside, I need hardly say. Onmy 
return, I found the door of communication 
with Philip’s room closed, but no longer 
locked. ‘We can now attend on him in turn,’ 
she said, ‘ without opening either of the doors 
which lead into the hall. At night we can 
relieve each other, and each of us can get 
sleep as we want it in the large arm-chair in 
the dining-room. Philip must be safe under 


our charge, or the doctor will insist on taking 
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him to the hospital. When we want Maria's 
help, from time to time, we can employ her 
under our own superintendence. Have you 
anything else, Selina, to suggest ?” 

There was nothing left to suggest. Young 
and inexperienced as she was, how (I asked) 
had she contrived to think of all this? She 
answered simply: ‘I’m sure I don't know; 
my thoughts came to me while I was looking 
at Philip.’ 

Soon afterwards I found an opportunity of 
inquiring if Helena had left the house. She 
had just rung her bell; and Maria had found 
her, quietly reading, in her room. Hours 
afterwards, when I was on the watch at night, 
I heard Philip’s door softly tried from the 
outside. Her dreadful purpose had not been 
given up, even yet. 

The doctor came in the evening, as he had 
promised, and found an improvement in 
Philip’s health. I mentioned what precautions 
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we had taken, and that they had been devised 
by Euneece. ‘Are you going to withdraw 
from the case?’ I asked. ‘I am coming back 
to the case,’ he answered, ‘to-morrow morn- 
ing. 

It had been a disappointment to me to 


receive no answer to the telegram which I had 
sent to Mr. Dunboyne the elder. The next 
day’s post brought the explanation in a letter 
to Philip from his father, directed to him at 
the hotel here. This showed that my tele- 
gram, giving my address at this house, had 
not been received. Mr. Dunboyne announced 
that he had returned to Ireland, finding the 
air of London unendurable, after the sea- 
breezes at home. If Philip had already 
married, his father would leave him to a life of 
genteel poverty with Helena Gracedieu. If he 
had thought better of it, his welcome was 
waiting for him. 

Little did Mr. Dunboyne know what 
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changes had taken place since he and his 
son had last met, and what hope might yet 
present itself of brighter days for poor 
Euneece! I thought of writing to him. But 
how would that crabbed old man receive a 
confidential letter from a lady who was a 
stranger ? 

My doubts were set at rest by Philip him- 
self. He asked me to write a few lines of 
reply to his father; declaring that his 
marriage with Helena was broken off—that 
he had not given up all hope of being per- 
mitted to offer the sincere expression of his 
penitence to Euneece—and that he would 
gladly claim his welcome, as soon as he was 
well enough to undertake the journey to 
Ireland. When he had signed the letter, I 
was so pleased that I made a smart remark. [ 
said, ‘ This is a treaty of peace between father 
and son.’ 

When the doctor arrived in the morning, 
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and found the change for the better in his 
patient confirmed, he did justice to us at last. 
He spoke kindly, and even gratefully, to 
Euneece. No more allusions to the hospital 
as a place of safety escaped him. He asked 
me cautiously for news of Helena. I could 
only tell him that she had gone out at her 
customary time, and had returned at her 
customary time. He did not attempt to con- 
ceal that my reply had made him uneasy. 

‘Are you still afraid that she may succeed 
in poisoning Philip? I asked. 

‘I am afraid of her cunning,’ he said. ‘If 
she is charged with attempting to poison young 
Dunboyne, she has some system of defence, 
you may rely on it, for which we are not 
prepared. There, in my opinion, is the true 
reason for her extraordinary insensibility to 
her own danger.’ 

Two more days passed, and we were still 


safe under the protection of lock and key. 
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On the evening of the second day (which 
was a Monday) Maria came to me, in great 
tribulation. On inquiring what was the 
matter, I received a disquieting reply: ‘ Miss 
Helena is tempting me. She is so miserable 
at being prevented from seeing Mr. Philip, 
and helping to nurse him, that it is quite dis- 
tressing to see her. At the same time, Miss, 
it's hard on a poor servant. She asks me to 
take the key secretly out of the door, and lend 
it to her at night for a few minutes only. I’m 
really afraid I shall be led into doing it, if she 
goes on persuading me much longer.’ 

I commended Maria for feeling scruples 
which proved her to be the best of good girls, 
and promised to relieve her from all fear of 
future temptation. This was easily done. 
Kuneece kept the key of Philip's door in her 
pocket; and I kept the key of the dining- 


room door in mine. 


CHAPTER LXI. 


ATROCITY. 


On the next day, a Tuesday in the week, an 
event took place which Euncece and I viewed 
with distrust. Early in the afternoon, a young 
man called with a note for Helena. It was 
to be given to her immediately, and no answer 
was required. 

Maria had just closed the house door, and 
was on her way upstairs with the letter, when 
she was called back by another ring at the 
bell. Our visitor was the doctor. He spoke 
to Maria in the hall : 

‘I think I see a note in your hand. Was 
it given to you by the young man who has 
just left the house ? 
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‘ Yes, sir.’ 

‘If he’s your sweetheart, my dear, I have 
nothing more to say.’ 

‘Good gracious, doctor, how you do talk! 
I never saw the young man before in my life.’ 

‘In that case, Maria, I will ask you to let 
me look at the address. Aha! Mischief)!’ 

The moment I heard that, I threw open the 
dining-room door. Curiosity is not easily 
satisfied. When it hears, it wants to see; 
when it sees, it wants to know. Every lady 
will agree with me in this observation. 

‘ Pray come in,’ I said. 

‘One minute, Miss Jillgall. My girl, when 
you give Miss Helena that note, try to get a 
sly look at her when she opens it, and come 
and tell me what you have seen.’ He joined 
me in the dining-room, and closed the door. 
‘ The other day,’ he went on, ‘ when I told you 
what I had discovered in the chemist’s shop, 


I think 1 mentioned a young man who was 
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called to speak to a question of identity —an 
assistant who knew Miss Helena Gracedieu by 
sight.’ 

‘Yes, yes I’ 

‘That young man left the note which Maria 
has just taken upstairs.’ 

‘Who wrote it, doctor, and what does it say ?’ 

‘Questions naturally asked, Miss Jillgall— 
and not easily answered. Where is Eunice ? 
Her quick wit might help us.’ 

She had gone out to buy some fruit and 
flowers for Philip. 

The doctor accepted his disappointment 
resignedly. ‘Let us try what we can do 
without her,’ he said. ‘That young man’s 
master has been in consultation (you may re- 
member why) with his lawyer, and Helena 
may be threatened by an investigation before 
the magistrates. If this wild guess of mine 
turns out to have hit the mark, the poisoner 
upstairs has got a warning.’ 
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I asked if the chemist had written the note. 
Foolish enough of me when I came to think 
of it. The chemist would scarcely act a 
friendly part towards Helena, when she was 
answerable for the awkward position in which 
he had placed himself. Perhaps the young 
man who had left the warning was also the 
writer of the warning. The doctor reminded 
me that he was all but a stranger to Helena. 
‘We are not usually interested,’ he remarked, 
‘in a person whom we only know by sight.’ 

‘Remember that he is a young man,’ I 
ventured to say. This was a strong hint, but 
the doctor failed to see it. He had evidently 
forgotten his own youth. I made another 
attempt. 

‘And vile as Helena is,’ I continued, ‘ we 
cannot deny that this disgrace to her sex is a 
handsome young lady.’ 

He sawit at last. ‘ Woman’s wit!’ he cried. 
‘You have’ hit it, Miss Jillgall. The young 
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fool is smitten with her, and has given her a 
chance of making her escape.’ 

‘Do you think she will take the chance ? 

‘For all our sakes, I pray God she may! 
But I don’t feel sure about it.’ 

‘Why ? 

‘ Recollect what you and Eunice have done. 
You have shown your suspicion of her without 
an attempt to conceal it. If you had put her 
In prison you could not have more completely 
defeated her infernal design. Do you think 
she is a likely person to submit to that, without 
an effort to be even with you.’ 

Just as he said those terrifying words, Maria 
came back to us. He asked at once what had 
kept her so long upstairs. 

The girl had evidently something to say, 
which had inflated her (if I may use such an 
expression) with a sense of her own im- 
portance. 

‘Please to let me tell it, sir,’ she answered, 

50—2 
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‘in my own way. Miss Helena turned as pale 
as ashes when she opened the letter, and then 
she took a turn in the room, and then she 
looked at me with a smile—well, Miss, I can 
only say that I felt that smile in the small of 
my back. I tried to get to the door. She 
stopped me. She says: “ Where's Miss 
Eunice?” I says: “Gone out.” She says: 
“Ts there anybody in the drawing-room?” JI 
says: “No, Miss.” She says: “Tell Miss 
Jillgall I want to speak to her, and say I am 
waiting in the drawing-room.” It’s every 
word of it true! And, if a poor servant may 
give an opinion, I don’t like the look of it.’ 
The doctor dismissed Maria. ‘ Whatever it 
is,’ he said to me, ‘ you must go and hear it.’ 
I am not a courageous woman ; I expressed 
myself as being willing to go to her, if the 
doctor went with me. He said that was 
impossible; she would probably refuse to 


speak before any witness; and certainly 
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before him. But he promised to look after 
Philip in my absence, and to wait below if it 
really so happened that I wanted him. I 
need only ring the bell, and'he would come to 
me the moment he heard it. Such kindness 
as this roused my courage, I suppose. At any 
rate, I went upstairs. 

She was standing by the fireplace, with her 
elbow on the chimney-piece, and her head 
resting on her hand. I stopped just inside 
the door, waiting to hear what she had to say. 
In this position her side-face only was pre- 
sented to me. It was a ghastly face. The 
eye that I could see turned wickedly on me 
when I came in—then turned away again. 
Otherwise, she never moved. I confess | 
trembled, but I did my best to disguise it. 

She broke out suddenly with what she had 
to say : ‘I won't allow this state of things to 
go on any longer. My horror of an exposure 
which will disgrace the family has kept me 
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silent, wrongly silent, so far. Philip's life is 
in danger. I am forgetting my duty to my 
affianced husband, if I allow myself to be 
kept away from him any longer. Open those 
locked doors, and relieve me from the sight of 
you. Open the doors, I say, or you will both 
of you—you the accomplice, she the wretch 
who directs you—repent it to the end of your 
lives.’ 

In my own mind, I asked myself if she had 
gone mad. But I only answered: ‘I don't 
understand you.’ 

She said again: ‘ You are Eunice’s accom- 
plice.’ 

‘ Accomplice in what ?’ I asked. 

She turned her head slowly, and faced me. 
I shrank from looking at her. 

‘All the circumstances prove it,’ she went 
on. ‘I have supplanted Eunice in Philip's 
affection. She was once engaged to marry 


him; I am engaged to marry him now. She 
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is resolved that he shall never make me his 
wife. He will die if I delay any longer. He 
will die if I don’t crush her, like the reptile 
she is. She comes here—and what does she 
do? Keeps him prisoner under her own 
superintendence. Who gets his medicine ? 
She gets it. Who cooks his food? She cooks 
it. The doors are locked. I might be a 
witness of what goes on; and I am kept out. 
The servants who ought to wait on him are 
kept out. She can do what she likes with his 
medicine ;-she can do what she likes with his 
food : she is infuriated with him for deserting 
her, and promising to marry me. Give him 
back to my care, or, dreadful as it is to de- 
nounce my own sister, I shall claim protection 
from the magistrates.’ 

I lost all fear of her: I stepped close up to 
the place at which she was standing; I cried 
out: ‘Of what, in God’s name, do you accuse 


your sister ?’ 
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She answered: ‘I accuse her of poisoning 
Philip Dunboyne.’ | 

I ran out of the room; I rushed headlong 
down the stairs. The doctor heard me, and 
came running into the hall. [ caught hold 
of him like a madwoman. ‘ Euneece! My 
breath was gone; I could only say: ‘ Euneece ! 

He dragged me into the dining-room. 
There was wine on the side-board, which he 
had ordered medically for Philip. He forced 
me to drink some of it. It ran through me 
like fire; it helped me to speak. ‘ Now tell 
me,’ he said, ‘what has she done to Eunice ?’ 

‘She brings a horrible accusation against 
her,’ I answered. 

‘What is the accusation ?’ 

I told him. 

He looked me through and through. ‘Take 
care!’ he said. ‘No hysterics, no exaggera- 


tion. You may lead to dreadful consequences 
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if you are not sure of yourself. If it’s really 
true, say it again.’ 

I said it again—quietly, this time. 

His face startled me; it was white with 
rage. He snatched his hat off the hall table. 

‘What are you going to do? I asked. 

‘My duty.’ 

He was out of the house before I could 


speak to him again. 


Third Period (concluded). 


LZROUBLES AND TRIUMPHS OF THE FAMILY, 
RELATED BY THE GOVERNOR. 


CHAPTER LXII. 
THE SENTENCE PRONOUNCED. 


Martyrs to gout know, by sad experience, 
that they suffer under one of the most 
capricious of maladies. An attack of this 
disease will shift, in the most unaccountable 
manner, from one part of the body to another; 
or, it will release the victim when there is 
every reason to fear that it is about to 
strengthen its hold on him; or, having shown 
the fairest promise of submitting to medical 
treatment, it will cruelly lay the patient pros- 
trate again in a state of relapse. Adverse 
fortune, in my case, subjected me to this last 


and worst trial of endurance. Two months 
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passed—months of pain aggravated by anxiety 
—before I was able to help Eunice and Miss Jill- 
gall personally with my sympathy and advice. 

During this interval, I heard regularly from 
the friendly and faithful Selina. 

Terror and suspense, courageously endured 
day after day, seem to have broken down her 
resistance, poor soul, when Eunice’s good 
name and Eunice’s tranquillity were threatened 
by the most infamous of false accusations. 
From that time, Miss Jillgall’s method of 
expressing herself betrayed a gradual de- 
terioration. | shall avoid presenting at a 
disadvantage a correspondent who has claims 
on my gratitude, if I give the substance only 
of what she wrote—assisted by the news- 
papers which she sent to me, while the legal 


proceedings were in progress. 


Honest indignation does sometimes counsel 
us wisely. When the doctor left Miss Jillgall, 
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in anger and in haste, he had determined on 
taking the course from which, as a humane 
man and a faithful friend, he had hitherto 
recoiled. It was no time, now, to shrink from 
the prospect of an exposure. The one hope 
of successfully encountering the vindictive 
wickedness of Helena lay in the resolution 
to be beforehand with her, in the appeal to 
the magistrates with which she had threatened 
Eunice and Miss Jillgall. The doctor's sworn 
information stated the whole terrible case of 
the poisoning, ranging from his first suspicions 
and their confirmation, to Helena’s atrocious 
attempt to accuse her innocent sister of her 
own guilt. So firmly were the magistrates 
convinced of the serious nature of the case 
thus stated, that they did not hesitate to issue 
their warrant. Among the witnesses whose 
attendance was immediately secured, by the 
legal adviser to whom the doctor applied, 


were the farmer and his wife. 
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Helena was arrested while she was dressing 
te go out. Her composure was not for a 
moment disturbed. ‘I was on my way,’ she 
said coolly, ‘to make a statement before the 
justices. The sooner they hear what I have to 
say the better.’ 

The attempt of this shameless wretch to 
‘turn the tables’ on poor Eunice—suggested, 
as I afterwards discovered, by the record of 
family history which she had quoted in her 
journal—was defeated with ease. The farmer 
and his wife proved the date at which Eunice 
had left her place of residence under their roof. 
The doctor's evidence followed. He proved, 
by the production of his professional diary, 
that the discovery of the attempt to poison his 
patient had taken place before the day of 
Eunice’s departure from the farm, and that 
the first improvement in Mr. Philip Dun- 
boyne’s state of health had shown itself, after 
that young lady’s arrival to perform the duties 
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of a nurse. To the wise precautions which 
she had taken—perverted by Helena to the 
purpose of a false accusation—the doctor attri- 
buted the preservation of the young man’s 
life. 

Having produced the worst possible impres- 
sion on the minds of the magistrates, Helena 
was remanded. Her legal adviser had pre- 
dicted this result ; but the vindictive obstinacy 
of his client had set both experience and 
remonstrance at defiance. 

At the renewed examination, the line of 
defence adopted by the prisoner's lawyer 
proved to be—mistaken identity. 

It was asserted that she had never entered 
the chemist’s shop ; also, that the assistant had 
wrongly identified some other lady as Miss 
Helena Gracedieu ; also, that there was not an 
atom of evidence to connect her with the 
stealing of the doctor’s prescription-paper and 
the forgery of his writing. Other assertions 
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to the same purpose followed, on which it is 
needless to dwell. The case for the prosecu- 
tion was, happily, in competent hands. With 
the exception of one witness, cross-examination 
afforded no material help to the evidence for 
the defence. 

The chemist swore positively to the personal 
appearance of Helena, as being the personal 
appearance of the lady who had presented the 
prescription. His assistant, pressed on the 
question of identity, broke down under cross- 
examination—purposely, as it was whispered, 
serving the interests of the prisoner. But the 
victory, so far gained by the defence, was 
successfully contested by the statement of the 
next witness, a respectable tradesman in the 
town. He had seen the newspaper report of 
the first examination, and had volunteered to 
present himself as a witness. A member of 
Mr. Gracedieu’s congregation, his pew in the 


chapel was so situated as to give him a view of 
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the minister’s daughters occupying their pew. 
He had seen the prisoner on every Sunday, for 
years past ; and he swore that he was passing 
the door of the chemist’s shop, at the moment 
when she stepped out into the street, having a 
bottle covered with the customary white paper 
in her hand. The doctor and his servant were 
the next witnesses called. They were severely 
cross-examined. Some of their statements— 
questioned technically with success—received 
unexpected and powerful support, due to the 
discovery and production of the prisoner's 
diary. The entries, guardedly as some of them 
were written, revealed her motive for attempt- 
ing to poison Philip Dunboyne; proved that 
she had purposely called on the doctor when 
she knew that he would be out, that she had 
entered the consulting-room, and examined 
the medical books, had found (to use her own 
written words) ‘a volume that interested her,’ 
and had used the prescription-papers for the 
51—2 
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purpose of making notes. The notes them- 
selves were not to be found; they had doubt- 
less been destroyed. Enough, and more than 
enough, remained to make the case for the 
prosecution complete. The magistrates com- 
mitted Helena Gracedieu for trial at the next 
ASS1Zes. 

I arrived in the town, as well as I can re- 
member, about a week after the trial had taken 
place. 

Found guilty, the prisoner had been recom- 
mended to mercy by the jury—partly in con- 
sideration of her youth; partly, as an expres- 
sion of sympathy and respect for her unhappy 
father. The judge (a father himself) passed a 
lenient sentence. She was condemned to 
imprisonment for two years. The careful 
matron of the gaol had provided herself with 
a bottle of smelling-salts, in the fear that there 
might be need for it when Helena heard her 
sentence pronounced. Not the slightest sign 
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of agitation appeared in her face or her 
manner. She lied to the last; asserting her 
innocence in a firm voice, and returning from 
the dock to the prison without requiring 
assistance from anybody. 

Relating these particulars to me, in a state 
of ungovernable excitement, good Miss Jillgall 
ended with alittle confession of her own, which 
operated as a relicf to my overburdened mind 
after what I had just heard. 

‘I wouldn't own it,’ she said, ‘to anybody 
but a dear friend. One thing, in the dreadful 
disgrace that has fallen on us, I am quite at a 
Joss to account for. Think of Mr. Gracedieu's 
daughter being one of those criminal creatures, 
on whom it was once your terrible duty to 
turn the key! Why didn’t she commit 
suicide 2’ 

‘My dear lady, no thoroughly wicked 
creature ever yet committed suicide. Self- 
destruction, when it is not an act of madness, 


246 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 


implies: some acuteness of feeling—sensibility 
to remorse or to shame, or perhaps a distorted 
idea of making atonement. There is no such 
thing as remorse, or shame, or hope of making 
atonement, in Helena’s nature.’ 

‘But when she comes out of prison, what 
will she do ? 

‘Don’t alarm yourself, my good friend. She 
will do very well.’ | 
~ Oh, hush! hush! Poetical justice, Mr. 
Governor |’ 

‘ Poetical fiddlesticks, Miss Jillgall.’ 


CHAPTER LXIITI. 


THE OBSTACLE REMOVED. 


WHEN the subject of the trial was happily dis- 
missed, my first inquiry related to Eunice. 
The reply was made with an ominous accom- 
paniment of sighs and sad looks. Eunice had 
gone back to her duties as governess at the 
farm. Hearing this, I asked naturally what 
had become of Philip. 

Melancholy news, again, was the news that 
I now heard. 

Mr. Dunboyne the elder had died suddenly, 
at his house in Ireland, while Philip was on 
his way home. When the funeral ceremony 
had come to an end, the will was read. It had 
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been made only a few days before the testator’s 
death ; and the clause which left all his pro- 
perty to his son was preceded by expressions 
of paternal affection, at a time when Philip 
was in sore need of consolation. After alluding 
to a letter, received from his son, the old man 
added: ‘I always loved him, without caring 
to confess it; I detest scenes of sentiment, 
kissings, embracings, tears, and that sort of 
thing. But Philip has yielded to my wishes, 
and has broken off a marriage which would 
have made him, as well as me, wretched for 
life. After this, I may speak my mind from 
my grave, and may tell my boy that I loved 
him. If the wish is likely to be of any use, I 
will add (on the chance)—God bless him.’ 
‘Does Philip submit to separation from 
Eunice ?' I asked. ‘ Does he stay in Ireland ? 
‘Not he, poor fellow! He will be here, to- 
morrow or next day. When I last wrote,’ 
Miss Jillgall continued, ‘I told him I hoped to 
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see you again soon. If you can't help us (I 
mean with Eunice) that unlucky young man 
will do some desperate thing. He will join 
those madmen at large who disturb poor 
savages in Africa, or go nowhere to find 
nothing in the Arctic regions.’ 

‘Whatever I can do, Miss Jillgall, shall be 
gladly done. Is it really possible that Eunice 
refuses to marry him, after having saved his 
life ? , 

‘A little patience, please, Mr. Governor ; let 
Philip tell his own story. If I try to do it, I 
shall only cry—and we have had tears enough 
lately, in this house.’ 

Further consultation being thus deferred, I 
went upstairs to the Minister’s room. 

He was sitting by the window, in his 
favourite armchair, absorbed in knitting |! 
The person who attended on him, a good- 
natured patient fellow, had been a sailor in 
his younger days, and had taught Mr. Grace- 
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dieu how to use the needles. ‘You see it 
amuses him, the man said kindly. ‘Don't 
notice his mistakes ; he thinks there isn’t such 
another in the world for knitting as himself. 
You can see, sir, how he sticks to it.’ He was 
so absorbed over his employment that I had to 
speak to him twice, before I could induce him 
to look at me. The utter ruin of his intellect 
did not appear to have exercised any disas- 
trous influence over his bodily health. On the 
contrary, he had grown fatter since I had last 
seen him; his complexion had lost the pallor 
that I remembered—there was colour in his 
cheeks. ‘Don’t you remember your old 
friend ? I said. He smiled, and nodded, and 
repeated the words: ‘ Yes, yes, my old friend.’ 
It was only too plain that he had not the 
least recollection of mc. ‘His memory is 
gone, the man said. ‘When he puts away 
his knitting, at night, I have to find it for him 
in the morning. But, there! he’s happy— 
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enjoys his victuals, likes sitting out in the 
garden and watching the birds. There’s been 
a deal of trouble in the family, sir; and it has 
all passed over him like a wet sponge over 
a slate.’ The old sailor was right. If that 
wreck of a man had been capable of feeling 
and thinking, his daughter's disgrace would 
have broken his heart. In a world of sin and 
sorrow, is peaceable imbecility always to be 
pitied? I have known men who would have 
answered, without hesitation: ‘It is to be 
envied. And where (some persons might say) 
was the poor Minister’s reward for the act of 
mercy which had saved Eunice in her infancy ? 
Where it ought to be! A man who worthily 
performs a good action finds his reward in 


the action itself. 


At breakfast, on the next day, the talk 
touched on those passages in Helena’s diary, 
which had been produced in court as evidence 


against her. 
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I expressed a wish to see what revelation of 
a depraved nature the entries in the diary 
might present ; and my curiosity was gratified. 
At a fitter time, I may find an opportunity of 
alluding to the impression produced on me by 
the diary. In the meanwhile, the event of 
Philip's return claims notice in the first place. 

The poor fellow was so glad to see me that 
he shook hands as heartily as if we had 
kuown each other from the time when he was 
a boy. 

‘Do you remember how kindly you spoke to 
me, when I called on you in London?’ he 
asked. ‘If I have repeated those words once 
—but perhaps you don’t remember them? 
You said: “If I was as young as you are, 
I should not despair.” Well! I have said that 
to myself over and over again, for a hundred 
times at least. Eunice will listen to you, sir, 
when she will listen to nobody else. This is the 
first happy moment I have had for weeks past.’ 
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I suppose I must have looked glad to hear 
that. Anyway, Philip shonk hands with me 
again. 

Miss Jillgall was present. The gentle- 
hearted old maid was so touched by our 
meeting that she abandoned herself to the 
genial impulse of the moment, and gave 
Philip a kiss. The outraged claims of pro- 
priety instantly seized on her. She blushed 
as if the long-lost days of her girlhood had 
been found again, and ran out of the room. 

‘Now, Mr. Philip,’ I said. ‘I have been 
waiting, at Miss Jillgall’s suggestion, to get 
my information from you. There is some- 
thing wrong between Eunice and yourself. 
What is it? And who is to blame?’ 

‘Her vile sister is to blame,’ he answered. 
‘That reptile was determined to sting us. 
And she has done it!’ he cried, starting to 
his feet, and walking up and down the room, 


urged into action by his own unendurable 
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sense of wrong. ‘I say, she has done it, after 
Eunice has saved me—done it, when Eunice 
was ready to be my wife.’ | 

‘How has she done it ? 

Between grief and indignation his reply was 
involved in a confusion of vehemently-spoken 
words, which I shall not attempt to reproduce. 
Eunice had reminded him that her sister had 
been publicly convicted of an infamous crime, 
and publicly punished for it by imprisonment. 
‘Tf I consent to marry you,’ she said, ‘I stain 
you with my disgrace; that shall never be.’ 
With this resolution she had left him. ‘I 
have tried to convince her,’ Philip said, ‘ that 
she will not be associated with her sister’s 
disgrace when she bears my name; I have 
promised to take her far away from England, 
among people who have never even heard of 
her sister. Miss Jillgall has used her influence 
to help me. All in vain! There is no hope 
for us but in you. I am not thinking selfishly 
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only of myself. She tries to conceal it—but, 
oh, she is broken-hearted! Ask the farmer’s 
wife, if you don’t believe me. Judge for 
yourself, sir. Go—for God’s sake, go to the 
farm.’ 

I made him sit down and compose himself. 

‘You may depend on my going to the farm,’ 
I answered. ‘I shall write to Eunice to-day, 
and follow my letter to-morrow.’ He tried to 
thank me; but I would not allow it. ‘ Before 
I consent to accept the expression of your 
gratitude,’ I said, ‘I must know a little more 
of you than I know now. This is only the 
second occasion on which we have met. Let 
us look back a little, Mr. Philip Dunboyne. 
You were Eunice’s affianced husband ; and you 
broke faith with her. That was a rascally 
action. How do you defend it ?’ 

His head sank. ‘I am ashamed to defend 
it,’ he answered. 

I pressed him without mercy. ‘ You own 
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yourself,’ I said, ‘that it was a rascally 
action ?’ | 

‘Use stronger language against me, even 
than that, sir—I deserve it.’ 

‘In plain words,’ I went on, ‘ you can find 
no excuse for your conduct ?’ 

‘In the past time,’ he said, ‘I might have 
found excuses.’ 

‘But you can’t find them now ? 

‘I must not even look for them now.’ 

‘Why not? 

‘I owe it to Eunice to leave my conduct at 
its worst; with nothing said—by me—to 
defend it.’ 

‘What has Eunice done to have such a 
claim on you as that ? 

‘unice has forgiven me.’ 

It was gratefully and delicately said. Ought 
I to have allowed this circumstance to weigh 
with me? TI ask, in return, had / never com- 
mitted any faults? As a fellow mortal and 
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fellow sinner, had I any right to harden my 
heart against an expression of penitence which 
I felt to be sincere in its motive ? 

But I was bound to think of Eunice. I did 
think of her, before I ventured to accept the 
position —the critical position, as I shall 
presently show—of Philip’s friend. 

After more than an hour of questions put 
without reserve, and of answers given without 
prevarication, I had travelled over the whole 
ground laid out by the narratives which appear 
in these pages, and had arrived at my con-_ 
clusion—so far as Philip Dunboyne was con- 
cerned. 

I found him to be a man with nothing 
absolutely wicked in him—but with a nature 
so perilously weak, in many respects, that it 
might drift into wickedness unless a stronger 
nature was at hand to hold it back. Married 
to a wife without force of character, the pro- 
babilities would point to him as likely to yield 
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to examples which might make him a bad 
husband. Married to a wife with a will of her 
own, and with true love to sustain her—a wife 
who would know when to take the command, 
and how to take the command—a wife who, 
finding him tempted to commit actions un- 
worthy of his better self, would be far-sighted 
enough to perceive that her husband’s sense 
of honour might sometimes lose its balance, 
without being on that account hopelessly 
depraved—then, and in these cases only, the 
probabilities would point to Philip as a man 
likely to be the better and the happier for his 
situation, when the bonds of wedlock had got 
him. 

But the serious question was not answered 
yet. 

Could I feel justified in placing Eunice in the 
position towards Philip which I have just 
endeavoured to describe? I dared not allow 


my mind to dwell on the generosity which had 
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so nobly pardoned him, or on the force of 
character which had bravely endured the 
bitterest disappointment, the cruellest humilia- 
tion. The one consideration which I was 
bound to face, was the sacred consideration 
of her happiness in her life to come. 

Leaving Philip, with a few words of 
sympathy which might help him to bear his 
suspense, I went to my room to think. 

The time passed—and I could arrive at no 
positive conclusion. Hither way — with or 
without Philip—the contemplation of Eunice’s 
future harassed me with doubt. Even if I had 
conquered my own indecision, and had made 
up my mind to sanction the union of the two 
young people, the difficulties that now beset 
me would not have been dispersed. Knowing 
what I alone knew, I could certainly remove 
Eunice’s one objection to the marriage. In 
other words, I had only to relate what had 
happened on the day when the Chaplain 
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brought the Minister to the prison, and the 
obstacle to their union would be removed. 
But, without considering Philip, it was simply 
out of the question to do this, in mercy to 
Eunice herself. What was Helena’s disgrace, 
compared with the infamy which stained the 
name of the poor girl’s mother? The other 
alternative of telling her part of the truth only 
was before me, if I could persuade myself to 
adopt it. I failed to persuade myself; my 
morbid anxiety for her welfare made me 
hesitate again. Human patience could endure 
no more. Rashness prevailed, and prudence 
yielded—lI left my decision to be influenced 
by the coming interview with Eunice. 

The next day, I drove tothe farm. Philip’s 
entreaties persuaded me to let him be my com- 
panion, on one condition—that he waited in 
the carriage while I went into the house. 


I had carefully arranged my ideas, and had 


decided on proceeding with the greatest - 


bo 
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caution, before I ventured on saying the all- 
important words which, once spoken, were not 
to be recalled. The worst of those anxieties, 
under which the delicate health of Mr. Grace- 
dieu had broken down, was my anxiety now. 
Could I reconcile it to my conscience to permit 
a man, innocent of all knowledge of the 
truth, to marry the daughter of a condemned 
murderess, without honestly telling him what 
he was about to do? Did I deserve to be 
pitied ? did I deserve to be blamed ?—my mind 
was still undecided when I entered the house. 
She ran to meet me as if she had been my 
daughter ; she kissed me as if she had been 
my daughter; she fondly looked up at me as 
if she had been my daughter. At the sight 
of that sweet young face, so sorrowful, and so 
patiently enduring sorrow, all my prepared 
talk, all my doubts and hesitations, everything 
artificial about me with which I had entered 


the room, vanished in an instant. 
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After she had thanked me for coming to see 
her, I saw her tremble a little. The upper- 
most interest in her heart was forcing its way 
outwards to expression, try as she might to 
keep it back. ‘Have you seen Philip? she 
asked. The tone in which she put that 
question decided me—I was resolved to let 
her marry him, Impulse? Yes, impulse, 
asserting itself inexcusably in a man at the end 
of his life. I ought to have known better 
than to have given way. Very likely. But 
am I the only mortal who ought to have 
known better—and did not ? 

When Eunice asked if I had seen Philip, I 
owned that he was outside in the carriage. 
Before she could reproach me, I went on with 
what I had to say: ‘My child, I know what a sacri- 
fice you have made ; and I should honour your 
scruples, if you had any reason for feeling them.’ 

‘Any reason for feeling them ?’ She turned 
pale as she repeated the words. 
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An idea came tome. [rang for the servant, 
and sent her to the carriage to tell Philip to 
come in. ‘My dear, I am not putting you to 
any unfair trial, I assured her; ‘I am going 
to prove that I love you as truly as if you 
were my own child.’ 

When they were both present, I resolved 
that they should not suffer a moment of need- 
less suspense. Standing between them, I took 
Eunice’s hand, and laid my other hand on 
Philip’s shoulder, and spoke out plainly. 

‘I am here to make you both happy,’ I said. 
‘I can remove the only obstacle to your 
marriage, and I mean to do it. But I must 
insist on one condition. Give me your pro- 
mise, Philip, that you will ask for no explana- 
tions, and that you will be satisfied with the 
one true statement, which is all that I can offer 
to you.’ 

He gave me his promise, without an in- 


stant’s hesitation. 
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‘Philip grants what [ ask,’ I said to Eunice. 
‘Do you grant it, too ? 

Her hand turned cold in mine; but she 
spoke firmly when she said: ‘ Yes.’ 

[ gave her into Philip’s care. It was his 
privilege to console and support her. It was 
my duty to say the decisive words: 

‘ Rouse your courage, dear Eunice; you are 
no more affected by Helena’s disgrace than I 
am. You are not her sister. Her father is 
not your father; her mother was not your 
mother. I was present, in the time of your 
infancy, when Mr. Gracedieu’s fatherly kind- 
ness received you as his adopted child. This, 
I declare to you both, on my word of honour, 
is the truth.’ 

How she bore it, I am not able to say. 
My foolish old eyes were filling with tears. I 
could just see plainly enough to find my way 
to the door, and leave them together. | 

In my reckless state of mind, I never asked 
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myself if Time would be my accomplice, and 
keep the part of the secret which I had not 
revealed—or be my enemy, and betray me. 
The chances, either way, were perhaps equal. 


The deed was done. 


CHAPTER LXIV. 
THE TRUTH TRIUMPHANT. 


THE marriage was deferred, at Eunice’s request, 
as an expression of respect to the memory of 
Philip’s father. 

When the time of delay had passed, it was 
arranged that the wedding ceremony should be 
held—after due publication of Banns—at the 
parish church of the London suburb in which 
my house was situated. Miss Jillgall was 
bridesmaid, and I gave away the bride. 
Before we set out for the church, Eunice 
asked leave to speak with me for a moment 
in private. 

‘Don’t think,’ she said, ‘that I am forget- 
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ting my promise to be content with what you 
have told me about myself. I am not so 
ungrateful as that. But I do want, before I 
consent to be Philip’s wife, to feel sure that | 
am not quite unworthy of him. Is it because 
Iam of mean birth that you told me I was 
Mr. Gracedieu’s adopted child—and told me 
no more?’ 

I could honestly satisfy her, so far. 
‘Certainly not!’ I said. 

She put her arms round my neck. ‘Do 
you say that,’ she asked, ‘to make my mind 
easy ? or do you say it on your word of 
honour ?’ 

‘Qn my word of honour.’ 

We arrived at the church. Let Miss Jillgall 
describe the marriage, in her own inimitable 
way. 

‘No wedding breakfast, when you don’t 
want to eat it. No wedding speeches, when 


nobody wants to make them, and nobody 
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wants to hearthem. And no false sentiment, 
shedding tears and reddening noses, on the 
happiest day in the whole year. A model 
marriage! I could desire nothing better, if I 
had any prospect of being a bride myself.’ 

They went away for their honeymoon to a 
quiet place by the seaside, not very far from 
the town in which Eunice had passed some of 
the happiest and the wretchedest days in her 
life. She persisted in thinking it possible that 
Mr. Gracedieu might recover the use of his 
faculties at the last, and might wish to see her 
on his death-bed. ‘ His adopted daughter,’ she 
gently reminded me, ‘is his only daughter 
now. The doctor shook his head when I 
told him what Eunice had said to me—and, 
the sad truth must be told, the doctor was 
right. | 

Miss Jillgall returned, on the wedding-day, 
to take care of the good man who had be- 
friended her in her hour of need. 
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Before the end of the week, I heard from 
her, and was disagreeably reminded of an 
incident which we had both forgotten, absorbed 
as we were in other and greater interests, at 
the time. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen had again appeared on the 
scene! She had written to Miss Jillgall, from 
Paris, to say that she had heard of old Mr. 
Dunboyne’s death, and that she wished to 
have the letter returned, which she had left 
for delivery to Philip’s father on the day when 
Philip and Eunice were married. I had my 
own suspicions of what that letter might 
contain ; and I regretted that Miss Jillgall had 
sent it back without first waiting to consult 
me. My misgivings, thus excited, were in- 
creased by more news of no very welcome 
kind. Mrs. Tenbruggen had decided on 
returning to her professional pursuits in 
England. Massage, now the fashion every- 


where, had put money into her pocket among 
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the foreigners ; and her husband, finding that 
she persisted in keeping out of his reach, had 
consented to a compromise. He was ready to’ 
submit to a judicial separation ; in considera- 
tion of a little income which his wife had 
consented to settle on him, under the advice of 
her lawyer. 

Some days later, I received a delightful 
letter from Philip and Eunice ; reminding me 
that I had engaged to pay them a visit at the 
seaside. My room was ready for me, and I 
was left to choose my own day. I had just 
begun to write my reply, gladly accepting the 
invitation, when an ominous circumstance 
occurred. My servant announced ‘a lady ;’ 
and I found myself face to face with—Mrs. 
Tenbruggen ! 

She was as cheerful as ever, and as eminently 
agreeable as ever. 

‘TI have heard it all from Selina,’ she said. 
‘Philip's marriage to Eunice (I shall go and 
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congratulate them, of course), and the catas- 
trophe (how dramatic!) of Helena Gracedieu. 
I warned Selina that Miss Helena would end 
badly. To tell the truth, she frightened me. 
I don’t deny that I am a mischievous woman 
when I find myself affronted, quite capable of 
taking my revenge in my own small spiteful 
way. But poison and murder—ah, the fright- 
ful subject ; let us drop it, and talk of some- 
thing that doesn’t make my hair (it’s really 
my own hair) stand on end. Has Selina told 
you that I have got rid of my charming 
husband, on easy pecuniary terms? Oh, you 
know that? Very well. Iwill tell you some- 
thing that you don’t know. Mr. Governor, 
I have found you out.’ 

‘May I venture to ask how ? 

‘When I guessed which was which of those 
two girls,’ she answered, ‘and guessed wrong, 
you deliberately encouraged the mistake. 
Very clever, but you overdid it. From that 
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moment, though I kept it to myself, I began 
to fear I might be wrong. Do you remember 
Low Lanes, my dear sir? A charming old 
church. I have had another consultation 
with my lawyer. His questions led me into 
mentioning how it happened that I heard of 
Low Lanes. After looking again at his 
memorandum of the birth advertised in the 
newspaper—without naming the place—he 
proposed trying the church register at Low 
Lanes. Need I tell you the result? I know, 
as well as you do, that Philip has married the 
adopted child. He has had a mother-in-law 
who was hanged, and, what is more, he has 
the honour, through his late father, of being 
otherwise connected with the murderess by 
marriage—as his aunt !’ 

Bewilderment and dismay deprived me of 
my presence of mind. ‘ How did you discover 
that?’ I was foolish enough to ask. 


‘Do you remember when I brought the 
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baby to the prison?’ she said. ‘ The father— 
as I mentioned at the time—had been a dear 
and valued friend of mine. No person could 
be better qualified to tell me who had married 
his wife's sister. If that lady had been living, 
I shoald never have been troubled with the 
charge of the child. Any more questions?’ 
‘Only one. Is Philip to hear of this?’ 
‘Oh, for shame! I don’t deny that Philip 
insulted me grossly, in one way; and that 
Philip’s late father insulted me grossly, in 
another way. But Mamma Tenbruggen is a 
Christian. She returns good for evil, and 
wouldn’t for the world disturb the connubial 
felicity of Mr. and Mrs. Philip Dunboyne.’ 
- The moment the woman was out of my 
house, I sent a telegram to Philip to say that 
he might expect to see me that night. I 
caught the last train in the evening; and I 
sat down to supper with those two harmless 
young creatures, knowing I must prepare the 
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husband for what threatened them, and weakly 
defgrring it, when I found myself in their 
presence, until the -next day. Eunice was, 
in some degree, answerable for this hesitation 
on my part. No one could look at her 
husband, and fail to see that he was a 
supremely happy man. But I detected signs 
of care in the wife’s face. 

Before breakfast the next morning I was out 
on the beach, trying to decide how the in- 
evitable disclosure might be made. Eunice 
joined me. Now, when we were alone, I asked 
if she was really and completely happy. Quietly 
and sadly she answered : ‘ Not yet.’ 

I hardly knew what to say. My face must 
have expressed disappointment and surprise. 

‘T shall never be quite happy,’ she resumed, 
‘till I know what it is that you kept from me 
on that memorable day. I don’t like having, 
a secret from my husband—though it is not 


my secret.’ | 
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- Remember your promise,’ I said. 

‘I don't forget it,’ she answered. ‘I gan 
only wish that my promise would keep back 
the thoughts that come to me in spite of 
myself.’ 

‘What thoughts?’ 

‘There is something, as I fear, in the 
story of my parents which you are afraid to 
confide to me. Why did Mr. Gracedieu allow 
me to believe, and leave everybody to believe, 
that I was his own child ?” 

‘My dear, I relieved your mind of those 
doubts, on the morning of your marriage.’ 

‘No. I was only thinking of myself, at 
that time. My mother—the doubt of her is 
the doubt that torments me now,’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

She put her arm in mine, and held by it 
with both hands. 

‘The mock-mother !’ she whispered. ‘ Do 
you remember that dreadful Vision, that horrid 

538—2 
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whispering temptation in the dead of night ? 
Was it a mock-mother? Oh, pity me! I 
don't know who my mother was. One horrid 
thought about her is a burden on my mind. 
If she was a good woman, you who love me 
would surely have made me happy by speak- 
ing of her ? 

Those words decided me at last. Could 
she suffer more than she had suffered already, 
if I trusted her with the truth? I ran the 
risk. There was a time of silence that filled 
me with terror. The interval passed. She 
took my hand, and put it to her heart. ‘ Does 
it beat as if I was frightened? she asked. 

No! It was beating calmly. 

‘Does it relieve your anxiety ?’ 

It told me that I had not surprised her. 
That unforgotten Vision of the night had 
prepared her for the worst, after the time when 
I had told her that she was an adopted child. 
‘I know,’ I said, ‘ that those whispered tempta- 
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tions overpowered you again, when you and 
Helena met on the stairs, and you forbade her 
to enter Philip’s room. And I know that love. 
had conquered once more, when you were next 
seen sitting by Philip’s bedside. Tell me— 
have you any misgivings now? Is there fear 
in your heart of the return of that tempting 
spirit in you, in the time to come ?’ 

‘Not while Philip lives!’ 

There, where her love was—there her safety 
was. And she knew it! She suddenly left 
me. I asked: where she was going. 

‘To tell Philip,’ was the reply. 

She was waiting for me at the door, when I 
followed her to the house. 

‘Is it done?’ I said. 

‘Tt is done,’ she answered. 

‘What did he say ? 

‘Hesaid: ‘ My darling, if I could be fonder 
of you than ever, I should be fonder of you 
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now 
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I have been blamed for being too ready to 
confide to Philip the precious trust of Eunice’s 
happiness. If that reply does not justify me, 
where is justification to be found ? 


POSTSCRIPT. 


Later in the day, Mrs. Tenbruggen arrived 
to offer her congratulations. She asked for 
a few minutes with Philip alone. As a cat 
elaborates her preparations for killing a mouse, 
so the human cat elaborated her preparations 
for killing Philip’s happiness. He remained 
uninjured by her teeth and her claws. ‘ Some- 
body,’ she said, ‘has told you of it already ? 
And Philip answered : ‘ Yes ; my wife.’ 

For some months longer, Mr. Gracedieu 
lingered. One morning, he said to Eunice : 
‘I want to teach you to knit. Sit by me, and 
see me do it.’ His hands fell softly on his 
lap; his head sank little by little on her 
shoulder. She could just hear him whisper : 
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‘How pleasant it is to sleep!’ Never was 
Death’s dreadful work more gently done. 

Our married pair live now on the paternal 
estate in Ireland; and Miss Jillgall reigns 
queen of domestic affairs. I am still strong 
enough to pass my autumn holidays in that 
pleasant house. 

At times, my memory reverts to Helena 
Gracedieu, and to what I discovered when I 
had seen her diary. 

How little I knew of that terrible creature 
when I first met with her, and fancied that 
she had inherited her mother’s character! It 
was weak indeed to compare the mean vices 
of Mrs. Gracedieu with the diabolical depravity 
of her daughter. Here, the doctrine of 
hereditary transmission of moral qualities 
must own that it has overlooked the fertility 
(for growth of good and for growth of evil 
equally) which is inherent in human nature. 
There are virtues that exalt us, and vices that 
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cegrade us, whose mysterious origin is, not 
in, our parents, but in ourselves. When I 
think of Helena, I ask myself, where is the 
trace which reveals that the first murder in 
the world was the product of inherited crime ? 
¢The criminal left the prison, on the ex- 
piration of her sentence, so secretly that it was 
impossible to trace her. Some months Jater, 
Miss Jillgall received an illustrated newspaper 
published in the United States. She showed 
me one of the portraits in it. 

‘Do you recognise the illustrious original ?’ 
she asked, with indignant emphasis on the 
Jast two words. I recognised Helena. ‘ Now 
read her new title,’ Miss Jillgall continued. 

I read: ‘The Reverend Miss Gracedieu.’ 

The biographical notice followed. Here is 
an extract: ‘This eminent lady, the victim 
of a shocking miscarriage of justice in England, 
is now the distinguished leader of a new com- 
munity in the United States. We hail in her 
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the great inteNect which asserts the superiority 
of woman over man. In the first French 
Revolution, the attempt made by men to found 
a rational religion met with only temporary 
success. It was reserved for the mightier 
spirit of woman \ lay the foundations more 
firmly, and to dedicate one of the noblest 
edifices in this city\to the Worship of Pure 
Reason. Readers whho wish for further in- 
formation will do weljl to provide themselves 
with the Reverend uibs Gracedieu’s Orations 
—the tenth edition of Which is advertised in 
our columns.’ 

‘I once asked you,’ Miss Jillgall reminded 
me, ‘what Helena would §do when she came 
out of prison, and you said, she would do very 
well. Oh, Mr. Governor, Soliomon was nothing 


to You! 


THE END. 
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type on a large crown b&vo page, and 
handsomely bound tn cloth. Price Six 
Shillings each. 

x. Ready-Money Mortiboy. With Por- 
trait of James Kicz, etched by 
DanizeL A. WEHRSCHMIDT, and a 
New Preface by WALTER BESANT 

2, My Little Girl. 

g. With Harp and Crown. 

4. This Son of Vulcan. 

5. The Golden Butterfly. With Etched 
Portrait of WALTER BESANT, 

6. The Monks of Thelema. 

7. By Cella’s Arbour. 

8 The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

g. The Seamy Side. 


Birthday Books :— 

The etary Heavens: A Poetical 
Birthday Book. Square 8vo, hand- 
somely bound in cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Lowell Birthday Book, With 
Illusts. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 


Blackburn’s (Henry) Art Hand- 
books. Demy 8vo, I)lustrated, uni- 
form in size for binding, 

Academy Notes, separate years, from 
1876 to 1887, each 1s. 

Academy Notes, 1888. Witb nu- 
merous Illustrations. 18. 

Academy Notes, 1880-84 Complete 
in One Volume, with about 700 Fac- 
simile Illustrations. Cloth limp, 63, 

Grosvenor Notes, 1877. 6d. 

Grosvenor Notes, sepa ate years, from 
1878 to 1887, each Is. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1888, With nu- 
merous Illusts. 18, 

Grosvenor Notes, Vol. I., 1877-82. 
With upwards of 300 I/lustrations, 
Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 68. 

Grosvenor Notes, Vol. II., 1883-87. 
With upwards of 300 Illustrations, 
Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s. 

The New Gallery, 1888. With nu- 
mcrous IlJustrations. 1g. 

The English Pictures at the National 
Gallery. 114 Ullustrations. Is. 

The Old Masters at the National 
Gallory. 128 Illustrations. 1s. 6d. 

A Complete INustrated Catalogue 
to the Nationa! Gallery. With 
Notes by Hl. BLracksurn, and 243 
Illusts. Demy &vo, cloth limp, 3s. 


The Parls Salon, 1888, With 300 Fac- 
simile Sketches, Demy 8vo, 88, 


Blake (William): Etchings from 
his Works. By W. B. Scotr. W2th 
descriptive Text. Folio, halt-bound 
boards, India Proofs, 21s. 

Boccaccio’s Decameron; or, 
Ten Days’ Entertaininent. Translated 
into English, with an Introduction by 
Tuomas Wriant, F.S.A. With Portrait 
and STorHakp's beautiful Copper- 
plates. Cr. 5vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 


Bourne (H. R. Fox), Works by: 


xo. The Case of Mr. Lucraft, &c, English Merchants: Memoirs in II- 
11. Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay, &c. lustration of the Progress of British 


zz. The Ten Years’ Tenant, &c. Commerce. With numerous Illustra- 
te cleaimaele FE re tions. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 


Betham-Edwards (M.), Novels the Newspapers: Chapters in 
t 





by: History of Journalism. Two 
Felicia. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 64. ; ols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 25s. 


ost 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. haem — 
Kitty. Post Bvo, illust. bds., 28. Bowers'(G.) Hunting Sketches: 
ink fthatWaat % ——-- | Oblong 4to, half-bound boards, 218. each 
Bewlck (Thomas) and _ his Canters in Cramnshire. 
Puplis. By Austin Doxnson. With 95 Leaves from a Hunting Journal 
Llusts. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. Coloured in facsimile ctthe %riginals 
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Boyle (Frederick), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88.64. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, America, 
Savage Life: Adventures of a Globe- 
Trotter. 


Chronicles of No-Man’s’ Land. 
Post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

Brand’sObservations on Popu- 
lar Antiquities, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, 
Ceremonies, and Superstitions, With 
the Additions of Sir Henry EL tis. 
Crown 8vo, with Illustrations, 7s, 6d. 


Bret Harte, Works by: 

Bret Harte’s Collected Works. Ar- 
ranged and Revised by the Author, 
Complete in Five Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. each. 

Vol. I. CompLteTE PoErTICAL AND 
Dramatic Works. With Stee) Por- 
trait, and Introduction by Author. 

Vol. II. Earrizr Papers—Luck oF 
RoarinG Camp,and other Sketches 
BOHEMIAN Papers — SPANISH 
AND AMERICAN LEGENDS. 

Vol. Ill. TaLes oF THE ARGONAUTS 
—EASTERN SKETCHES. 

Vol. IV. GaBRizL Conroy, 

Vol. V. Storres — CoNnDENSED 
NovELS, &c. 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, in 
Prose and Poetry. With Introduc- 
tory Essay by J. M. BELLEw, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 I!lustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Bret Harte’s Complete Poetical 
Works. Author’s Copyright Edition, 
Printed on hand-made paper and 
bound in buckram. Cr. 8vo, 48, 6d. 

Gabrie! Conroy: A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other 
Stories. Post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. Fcap. 

8vo, picture cover, 18. 

Luck cf Roaring Camp, and other 
Sketches. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. 
Jeft Briggs’s Love Story. Fcap. &vo, 

picture cover, 1s. 








Flip Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28.; cl. 2s. 6d. | 


Californian Stories (including Tux 
Twins oF Taste Mountain, Jerr 
Briccs’s Love Story, &c.) Post 
8vo, illusirated boards, 23 

MarujJa: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28.; tloth limp, 2s. 6 

The Queen of the Pirate Isle. With 
28 original Drawings by Kare 
GREENAWAY, Reproduced in Colours 
by Epmunp Evans. Sm. ato, bds., 5a. 

¢ Phyllis of the Sierras, &c. Post 8vo, 
lust, bds. 23 «cloth limp, 2s. 6d, 


Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by: 
The Reader's Handbook of Allusions, 
References, Plots, and Storles. 
Twelfth Thousand. With Appendix, 
containing a CoMPLETE ENGLISH 
BrsrioGraPny. Cr. vo. cloth 7s. 6d. 
Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates: EHeing the Appendices to 
“The Reader's Handbook,” separ- 
ately printed. Cr. 8vo, clothlimp, 2s. 
A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 7s. 6d.; Lalf-bound, 9s, 


Brewster (SirDavid),Works by: 


More Worlds than One: The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of 
GALILEO, TycuHo Branr, and Krep- 
LER. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 48. 6d. 

Letters on Natural Magic. A New 
Edition, with numerous Ijlustrations, 
and Chapters on the keing and 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, py 
J. A. Smitru. Post 8vo, cl. ex., 48. 6d. 

Brillat-Savarin.—Gastronomy 
asa Fine Art. By Bri,uat-SavaRrin, 

Translated by R. E. Annrerson, M.A. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 





Brydges. — Uncle Sam at 
Home. By Haroip Lrypces. Post 
8vo, illust. boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 


ee 


Buchanan’s (Robert) Works: 

Crown &vo, cloth extra, 68. each. 

Ballads of Life, Love, and Humour. 
With a Frontispiece by ARTHUR 
HuGHEsS. 

Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan, 
With a Frontispiece by T. Dauzix.. 

The Earthquake; or, Six Days and 
a Sabbath. 

The City of Dream: An Epic Poem, 
With Two Ilusts. by P, Macnan. 
Second Edition, 








Robert Buchanan’sComplete Poct}- 
cal Works. With Steel-plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each ; 
post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. Witha Frontis- 
piece. 

God and the Man. With Illustrations 
by Frep. BaRnarp. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. Witb 
Frontispiece by A. W. Coorsza, 
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Bucuanan (Robert), continued— 
rown &8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis- 

piece by P. Macnas. 

Annan Water. | The New Abelard. 
Foxglove Manor. 
Matt: A Story of a Caravan, 
The Master of the Mine. 


The Helrof Linne. | Cheaper Edition, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 


Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by: 
Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Fecap. 8vo, picture cover, 18. each, 
Kathleen Mavourneen. 
Lindsay’s Luck. 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. 


Burton (Captain).—The Book 
of the Sword: Being a History of the 
Sword and its Use in ail Countries, 
from the Earliest Times. By RicHarD 
F. Burton. With over «oo Illustra- 
tions. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 82s. 


Burton (Robert): 


The Anatomy of Molancholy A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classical Extracts, Demy 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Melancholy Anatomlised: Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bur- 
TON’S ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Byron (Lord): 

Byron’s Letters and Journals. With 
Notices of his Life. By THomas 
Moore. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. 

Prose and Verse, Humorous, Satiri- 
cal, and Sentimental, by Tuomas 
Moore; with Suppressed Passages 
from the Memoirs of Lord Byron. 
Edited, with Notes and Introduction, 
by R. HERNE SHEPHERD, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Caine (T. Hall), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 
The Shadow of a Crime. 

A Son of Hagar. 


The Deemster: A Romance of the 
Isleof Man. Fourth Edition, crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 


Cameron (Commander), — 
The Cruise of the “Black Prince” 
Privateer, Commanded by Rosgrt 
Hawkins, Master Mariner. By V. 
Lovett Cameron, R.N., C.B., D.C.L, 
With Frontispiece and Vignette by P. 
Macnas. Crown 6vo, cl. ex., 6g.; post 
Bvo, illustrated boards, fs, 
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Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 
Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 64. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 29. each. 
Juliet’s Guardian. | Decoivers Ever. 


Cariyle (Thomas) : 

On the Cholce of Books. By Tuomas 
CARLYLE. With a Life of the Author 
by R. H. SHEPHERD. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, 
Illustrated, 1s. 6d. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyleand nelpe aide Emerson, 
1834 to 1872, dited by CHARLES 
Exviot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s, 


Chapman’s (George) Works: 
Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. IL, 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by ALGER- 
NON CHARLES SwInsBuRNE. Vol. IIL, 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 18s,; or separately, 68. each. 


Chatto & Jackson.—A Treatise 
on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. ANDREW CHATTO 
and ican Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bonn; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to, half-bound, 28s. 


Chaucer: 


Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H.R. Hawers. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small gto, cloth extra, 6s. 

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R, 
Hawets. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 28.6d. 


Chronicle (The) of the Coach : 
Charing Cross to Ilfracombe. By J.D 
CHAMPLIN. With 75 Illustrations by 
Epwarp L. CHICHESTER. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 


Clodd.— Myths and Dreams. 
By Epwarp Cvopp, F.R.A.S., Author 
of. “The Story of Creation,” &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Cobban.—The Cure of Souls: 
A Story. By J. MAcCLAREN CopBan. 
Post 8vo, iljustrated boards, 23. 


Coleman (John), Works by: 

Curly: An Actor’s Story. Illustrated 
b ,. C. Dottman. Crown 8vo, ls.; 
peg mt PI ights | have 
layers an wr 

. Known: Two Vols, emy 8vo, cloth 
extra, 24s. ts ‘ 
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Collins (Wilkle), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each ; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Antonina. Illust. by SirJoHNGILBERT. 

Basl!. Wlustrated by Sir Jonn Git- 
BERT and J. MAHONEY. ; 

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 
Joun GILBERT ag f MAHONEY. __ 

The Dead Secret. Iliustrated by Sir 
Joun GILBERT. 

Queen of Hearts. ITlustrated by Sir 
Joun GILBERT. 

My, Miscellanies. With a Steel-plate 

ortrait of WILKIE COLLINS. 

The Woman In White. With Iilus- 
trations by Sir Jonn GILBERT and 
F. A. FRASER. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 
by G. Du Maurirrand F. A. FRASER. 

Man and Wife. Illust. by W. SMALL. 

Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and Epwarp 
HvGHEs. 

Miss or Mre.? With Illustrations by 
S. L. Fitpes and Henry Woops. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G.Du Maurier and C,S. REINHARDT. 

The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and J. MAHONEY. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. Firpgs and SypNEY HALL, 

The Two Destinles. 

The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 
ARTHUR HopkKINS. 

The Falien Leaves. 

Jezebel’s Daughter, 

The Black Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story of the 
Present Time. 

*1 Say No.” 

The Evil Genius. 


Little Novels. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 8s. 6d. 
The Legacy of Caln. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. [Dec. 





Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 


A Fight with Fortune. Post 8vo, 
ilustrated boards, 2s. 


Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 
Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each; post 
8vo, iliustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 


The Village Comedy. 
You Play Me False. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Sweet and Twenty.| Frances. 





Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar 
Sinister: A Story. By C. ALLSTON 
Cottmx3. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.,28. 


Colman’s Humorous Works: 
‘* Broad Grins,” ‘My Nightgown and 
Slippers,” and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of GEorGE CoL- 
MAN. With Life by G. B. BucksTone, 
and Frontispiew#by HoGartx, Crown 
8vo cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 


Colquhoun.—Every Inch a Sol- 
dier: A Novel. By M. J. Corguroun. 
heave! Edition. Post 8vo, illustrated 


boards, 2g. (Shortly. 


Convalescent Cookery: A 
Family Handbook. By CATHERINE 
Ryan. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 





Conway (Moncure D.), Works 
by: 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two 

Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 Illusts., 28s. 

A Necklace of Storles. Wlustrated 


b . J. Hennessy. Square 8vo 
cloth extra, 63, , 


Pine and Palm: A Novel. Cheaper 
Edition. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
25, [Preparing. 





Cook (Dutton), Novels by: 


Leo. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


Paul Foster’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 


Copyright. —A Handbook of 
English and Forelgn Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. 
SIDNEY JERROLD. Post Bvo, cl., 2s. 6d. 








Cornwall.—Popular Romances 
of the West of England; or, The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall, Collected and Edited 
by Rosert Hunt, F.R.S, New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate [Illustrations by 
GrorGE CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 





Craddock.— The Prophet of 
the Great Smoky Mountains, By 
CHARLES EGsert Crappocx. Post 
Svo illust, bds., 2s, cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 
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Crulkshank (George): 

The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series: The First from 1835 
to 1843; the Seconp from 1844 to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of THackeray, Hoop, May- 
HEW, ALBERT SmMiTH, A’BFCKETT, 
Rozert Broucn, &c. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
CRUIKSHANK, Hing, LANDELLS, &c. 
Crown &vo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
voluines, 7s. 6d. each, 

The Life of George Crulkshank. By 


BLANCHARD pen: Author of 
“The Lite of Napoleon III,” &c. 
With &4 Illustrations. New and 


Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 


Cumming (C.F. Gordon),Work 


by: 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 
inthe Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous full-page I)lusts, 
inthe Himalayas and on the Indlan 
Plains, With numerous Ilustra- 
tions, - 
Via Cornwall to Eyypt. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece, Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 


Cussans.—Handbook of Her. 
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By Joun E. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates, Crown &vo, 
cloth extra, 78, 6d, 


Cyples.—Hcarts of Gold: A 
Novel. By WiLtiamCyPLes, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post &vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 


Daniel. — Merrie England In 
the Olden Time. By GeorGe DANIEL, 
With Jllustrations by Rost. CrRuIxk- 
SHANK. Crown &vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, 





Daudet.—The Evangelist; or, 
Port Salvation. By ALPHONSE 
Daubert, Translited by C. Harry 
MELTZER. With Portrait of the 
Acthor, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. Gd ; post &vo, illust. boards, 2s, 


Davenant.—-Hints for Parents 
on the Choice of a Profession or 
Trade for their Sons. By Francis 
DAVENANT, M.A, Post 6vo, 13.; cloth 
hmp, 18. 6d. 
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7 
Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by: 


Crown 8vo, 1g. each; cloth limp, 
ls. 6d. each, 
One Thousand Medical Maxims, 
Nursery Hints: A Mother’s Guide, 


Alds to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 28.; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 





Davies’ (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works, including Psalms I, 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS., for the first tima 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev, 
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 12s. 


De Maistre --A Journey Round 
My Room. By XAvIER DE MAISTRE. 
Translated by Henry ATTWELL. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 


De Mille.—A Castle in Spain: 
A Novel. By JAMES De Mituig. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown &8vo, cloth 
extra, 38, 6d.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28, 
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Derwent (Leith), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 64. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovere, 


Dickens (Charles), Novels by 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sketches by Boz. | Nicholas Nickleby 

Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist. 


The Speeches of Charles Dickens 
1841-1870. Witha New Bibliography 
revised and enlarged, Edited and 
Prefaced by RICHARD Herne SHEP- 
HERD. Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, 68.—Also 
a SMALLER Eprrion, in the Mayfair 
Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2a. 6d, 

About England with Dickens. By 
‘LFRED RIMMER. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. VANDERHOOF, ALFRED 
RimMerR, and others, Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 


Dictionaries: 

A Dictlonary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Doginatic, By the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
$vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.; hf.- bound, 93. 

The Reader’s Handbook of Allu- 
sions, References, Plots, and 
Storles. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, 
LL.D. With an Appendix, contain- 
ing a Complete English Libliography, 
Eleventh Thousand. Crown B&vo, 
1,400 pages, Cloth extra, 78. 6d, 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates, Being the Appendices to 
“The Readcr’s Handbook,” sepa 
rately printed. By the Rev. Dr 
Brewer. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2g, 
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DICTIONARIES, continued— 

Famillar Short Sayings of Great 
Men. With Historical and Explana- 
tory Notes. By SamurEL A. BENT 
M.A. Fifth Edition, revised and 
enlarged. Cr, 8vo,cloth extra,7s.6d. 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, 

Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses 

of the United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 

Times. By W. DAVENPORT ADAMS. 

A thick volume, crown 8vo, half- 

bound, 12s. 6d. {/n preparation. 

The Slang Dictlonary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cleth extra, 68. 6d. 

Women of the Day: A Biographical 
Dictionary. BylRaNcES Hays. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Words, Facts, and Phrasee: A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Eviezzr 
Epwarps. New and Cheaper Issue, 
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 78. 6d.; hf.-bd., 9s. 


Diderot.—The Paradox of Act- 
Ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's “Le Paradoxe sur le 
Comédien,” by WALTER HERRIES 
PoLtocx. With a Pretace by HENRY 
IrvinG. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, 45. 6d. 


Dobson (W. T.), Works by: 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Litcrary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. [cities. 
Poetical Ingenui!ties and Eccentri- 


Doran. — Memories of our 
Great Towns; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr, Joun Doran, 
F.S.A. With 38 Illusts). New and 
Cheaper Edit. Cr. 8vo,cl. extra, 7s. 6d. 


Drama, A Dictionary of the. 
Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
AvaMs. (Uniform with BrEewer’s 
‘*Reader’s Handbook.”) Crown 8vo, 
half-bound, 128.6d, = [Jn preparation. 


Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, 
cl.ex., Vignette Portraits, 6s. per Vol. 
Ben Jonson’s Works. With Notes 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Ww. Girrorp. 
Edit. by Col. CUNNINGHAM, 3 Vols. 
Chapman’s Works. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol, II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with IntroductoryEssay 
by A.C. SwinBurnE; Vol. III., Trans- 
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 




















DRAMATISTS, THE OLD, continued— 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Vignette Pore 
traits, 68. per Volume. 

Marlowe’s Works. Including his 
Translations, Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunnine- 
HAM. One Vol. 

Massinger’s Plays. From the Text of 
WILLIAM GIFFORD, Edited by Col. 
CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 


Dyer.— The Folk-Lore of 


Plants. By Rev. T. F. THisz,tTon 
Dyer, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
ji (Shortly. 
Early English Poets. Edited, 
with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 68. per Volume. 
Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 
Davies’ (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Herrick’s (Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sldney’s (Sir Phillp) Complete 
Poetical Works. Three Vols, 
Herbert (Lord) of Cherbury’s Poems. 
Edit., with Introd., by J. Courton 
CoLuins. Cr, 8vo, parchment, 8s. 





Edgcumbe. — Zephyrus: A 
Holiday in Brazil and on the River 
Plate, BY E. R. PEarcE EpGcumar, 
With 41 Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 5s. 


Oe te ce 


Edwardes (Mrs. A.), Novels by: 
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 
Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 64.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 


Eggleston.—Roxy: A Novel, By 
EDWARD EGGLESTON. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28. 


Emanuel.—On Diamonds and 


Precious Stones: their History, Value, 

and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 

ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 

EMANUEL, F.R.G.S. ith numerous 

Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), 
Works by: 

The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown &vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Stories from the_ State Papers. 
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Studies Re-studied: — Historical 
Sketches from Original Sources, 
Demy 8vq, cloth extra, 12g. 
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Englishman's House, The: A | Fitzceratp (Percy), continued— 


— — 


Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House; with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
Lt Ae . Ricuarpson, Jourth Edition, 
ith Coloured Frontispiece and near] 
600 Illustrations, 
extra, 78. 6d. 


Eyes, Our: How to Preserve 
Them from Infancy to Old Age. B 
O:IN BROWNING, F.R.A.S., &e. Sixt 

d:tion (Eleventh Thousand). With 

58 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 


Familiar Short Sayings of 
Great Men. By Samueu ARTHUR 
Bent, A.M, Fifth Edition, Revised 
anc Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 


Faraday (Michael), Works by: 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. each. 

The Chemical History of a Candie: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by W1LLIAM CrookEs, F.C.S. 
With numerous I[)lustrations. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Acdience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by WILL1AM Crookgs, F.C.S. 
With numerous Illustrations. 

Farrer (James Anson), Works 
by: 

Milltary Manners and Customs. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

War: Three Essays, Repsinted from 
“Military Mauners.” rown 8&vo, 
1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 


Fin-Bec.— The Cupboard 
Papers: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Fireworks, The Complete Art 
of Making; or, The Pyrotechnist’s 
Treasury. By THomas KenTisH. With 
267 Illustrations. A New Edition, Re- 
vised throughout and greatly Enlarged. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 58. 


Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by: 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3g, 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of CHARLES Lams. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64d. 

A Day’s Tour: A Journey through 
Franceand Belgium. With Sketches 
in facsimile of the Original Draw- 
ings. Crown 4to picture cover, Is. 

Fatal Zero: A Homburg Diary, Cr. 

vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 


Crown 8vo, clot 








Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street 
Polly. | The Lady of Brantome. 


Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Com. 
plete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ’s Victorie on Earth, 
Christ’s Sol a rr over Death, and 
Minor Poems. ith Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds., 6s. 


Fonblanque.—Filthy Lucre: A 
Novel. By ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. _ 


ap 


Francillon (R. E.), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each; 
post d5vo, illust. boards, 28. each. 

One by One. | A Real Queen. 
Queen Cophetua. 


Olympla. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 
Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo, Is. 
King or Knave: A Novel, Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. [Shortly 
Frederic. — Seth's Brother's 
Wife: A Novel. By HAROLD FrREDERIC. 
Cheaper Edition, Post 8vo, illustrated 








boards, 28. 


French Literature, History of 


By ENRY Van Laun. Cornplete in 
3 Vols., demy 8ve, cl. bds., 78. 6d. each. 





Frere.—Pandurang Hari; or, 
Memoirs of a Hindoo. Witha Preface 
by Sir H. BaARTLE FrERE, G.G.S.L1., &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 64.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Friswell.—_One of Two: A Novel. 
By Hain FRIsweEui. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each, 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Conjurers. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry’s (Herbert) Royal Guide 
to the London Charities, 1887-8. 
Showing their Name, Date of Founda. 
tion, Objects, Income, Officials, &c. Pub- 
lished Annually. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 


Gardening Books: 

A Year’s Work In Garden and Greerr 
house: Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden, 

y Georce Gienny. Post Evo, ls,; 
cloth limp, 1s. 6d. 
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GARDENING Books, costinued— 
Post 8vo, 1s. each; cl. limp, 1s. 6d. each. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them, 

By Tom JERROLD. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and JANE 
JERROLD. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Pald the Rent. 
By Tom JuRROLD. 


My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. By F.G. Heatx. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 58.; gilt edges, 6s. 


Garrett.—The Capel Girls: A 


Novel. By EpwarpD GarreEtTT. Cr. 8vo, 
cl. ex., 88. 6d. ; Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 


Gentleman’s Magazine (The) 
for 18838, 18, Monthly. In addition 
to the Articles upon subjects in Litera- 
ture, Science, and Art, for which this 
Magazine has so high a reputation, 
“Science Notes,” by W. MattTieu 
WILuiAMS,F.R.A.S.,and “Table Talk,” 
by Sytvanus UrBan, appear monthly. 
*.* Bound Volumes for recent years are 

kept in stock, cloth extra, price 8s. 

each; Cases for binding, 28. each. 


Gentieman’s Annual (The). 
Published Annually in November. In 
illuminated cover. Demy 8vo, 18. The 
Number for 1888 is entitled “ By De- 
vious Ways,” by T. W. SreicutT. 











German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by EpGar TayLor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by Joun Ruskin, 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, Square 6&vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, 7s- 6d. 





Gibbon (Charles), Novels by: 
Grown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each 
post &vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 


Robin Gray. in Honour Bound. 
What will the | Braesof Yarrow. 
World Say P A Heart’s Prob- 
Queen of the lem. 
Meadow. The GoldenShaft. 
The Flowerof the | Of High Degree. 
Forest. Loving a Dream. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each, 
For Lack of Gold. 
For the King. | InPasturesGreen. 
in Love and War. 

By Mead and Stream. 

Fancy Free. | A Hard Knot. 

Heart's Delight. 
Gilbert (William), Novels by: 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger. 


ae re ne tree eerie Pe 


Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays 
by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 2s. 6d. each, 

The First Serres contains —The 
Wicked World—Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. 

, the SEconp SERIES contains—Bro- 
sen Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts— 
Gretchen—Dan’! Drnce-~Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S, Pinafore—The Soicerer—The 
Pirates of Penzance. 





Elght Original Comic Operas. Writ- 
ten by W. S. Gi_Bert. Containing: 
The Sorcerer—H.M.S. “ Pinafore” 
—The Pirates of Penzance—Iolanthe 
— Patience — Princess Ida—~ The 
Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


ghien aes aioe —_—_ = eee 


Glenny.—A Year’s Work in 
Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amatcur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden, By GEorGcs 
GLENNY. Post 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s, 6d. 


Godwin.—Lives of the Necro- 
mancers. By WILLIAM Gopwin, 
Post &vo, limp, 28. 


Golden Library, The: 


Square 16mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth 

limp, 28. per Volume. 

Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of the 
Echo Club. 

Bennett’s (Or. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett’s (Dr.) Songs for Sallors. 

Godwin’s (Willlam) Lives of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes’s Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. Introduction by Sara, 

Holmes’s Professor at the Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood’s Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Jesse’s (Edward) Scenes and Oc- 
cupations ofa sah’ 4 Life. 

Lamb’s Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces, 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
EDMUND OLLIER, 

Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d’Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B, Mont- 
GOMERIE RANKING. 

Square 16mo, 28. per Volume, 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
ductionand Notes,byT.M’Criz,D.D, 

Pope’s Poetical Works. Complete. 
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Go.upeEn LIBRARY, continued— 
Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by SAINTE-BEUVE. 
St. Plerre’s Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Lite, by the Rev. E. CLARKE. 


Golden Treasury of Thought, 


The: An Encyciopa£piIa oF QuoTa- 
rions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited b 

THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, clot 

gilt and gilt edges, 78. 6d. 


Graham. — The Professor's 
Wife: A Story. By LEONARD GRAHAM. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 1s. 


Greeks and Romans, The Life 
of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Gunit and W. 
Koner, Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F, HuerFer. 545 lllusts.) New and 
Cheaper Edition, large crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. - 

Greenaway (Kate) and Bret 
Harte.——The Queen of the Pirate 
Isle. By Brer JiarteE. With 25 
original Drawings by KATE GRKEN- 
Away, Reproduced in Colours by E. 
Evans. Sm. 4to, bds., 58, " 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Wilds of London. 

Low-Life Deeps: An Account of the 
Strange Fish te be Found There, 


Dick Temple: A Novel, Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 


Habberton (John), Author of 
“‘Helen’s Babies,” Novels by: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each ; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Brueton’s Bayou. 
Country Luck. 


Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
Pincus. Crown 8vo, 18.; cloth, 1s, 6d. 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 
Poems by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each. 
New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. a 


Malden Ecstasy. 
extra, 


8s. 

Hall.—Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S.C. Hatt. With 
numerous Hilastrations on Steel and 
Wood by Mac.isz, GrLBerT, HARVEY, 
and G. Cruixswanx, Medium &vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 73. 6d. 














Small 4to, cloth 


Halliday.—Every-day Papers. 
By ANDREW Hatuipay. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s, 


Handwriting, The Philosophy 
of. Withover 100 Facsimiles and Exe 
planatory Text. By Don Feuix pve 
SALAMANCA. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28.64. 


Hanky-Panky: A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks, Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c, 
Edited by W. H. Cremer, With 200 
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,4s. 6d. 


Hardy (Lady Duffus). — Paul 
Wynter’s Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Durrus Harpy. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28. 


Hardy (Thomas).—Under the 
Greenwood Tree. By Tuomas Harpy, 
Author of ‘‘Far from the Madding 
Crowd,’’ With numerous Illustrations, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 


Harwood.—The Tenth Earl. 


By J. Berwick Harwoop. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 


~ se 





a 


Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by: 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 

Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, ls.; cloth limp, ls. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
Coloured Frontispiece and Illusts.6s, 

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, 10s. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key, With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Haweis (Rev. H. R.).—American 


Humorlsts: WasHINGToN IrvING, 
OuiIveR WENDELL HoLMEs, JAMES 
RusseLtt Lowey, ARTEMUS ARD, 


Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. By 
Rev. H. R, Hawris, M.A. (C'r.8vo 68, 


Hawthorne.—Tanglewood 
Tales for Girls and Boys. By 
NaTHANIEL HAWTHORNE. With nu- 
merous fine Illustrations by Grorce 
WHARTON Epwarps. Large 4to, cloth 
extra, 108. 6d. 


Hawtnerns Wulen): Novels by. 
Crown 8&vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Garth. Sebastian Strome. 
Eil!lce Quentin. | Dust. 
Fortune’s Fool. | Beatrix Randolph. 
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HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), continued— 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. each. 
MissCadogna. | Love—or a Name. 
Prince Saronl’s Wife. 
Mrs. Galnsborough’s Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, 18. 

David Polndexter’s Disappearance. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

A Dream and a Forgetting. By 
JuLtian HawTHorRNE. Cr. 8vo, pic- 
ture cover, Is.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 


Hays.—Womoen of the Day: A 
Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Heath (F. G.).— My Garden 
Wlid, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Georcr Heatn, Author of 
“The Fern World,” &c. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 58.; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 68. 


Helps (Sip Arthur), Works by : 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Animals and thelr Masters. 
Soclal Pressure. 
Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 


Henderson.— Agatha Page: A 
Novel. By Isaac HENDERSON. 2 Vols., 
crown 8vo, [Shortly. 


Herman.—One Traveller Re- 
turns: A Romance. By Henry HER- 
MAN and D. CHRISTIE MurRRAY. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 63. 


Herrick’s (pepert) Hesperides, 
Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
GrosartT, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 188. 


Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier 
Ernst von), Works by: 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 38. 6d. 
The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexieo, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With 100 fine I}lustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 68vo, cloth extra, 
148. (In preparation, 


Herbert.—The Poems of Lord 
Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Courton CoLiins, 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 8s. 

Hindley (Charles), Works by: 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: In- 

cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connecte with 
Taverns. Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c, 
With Illustrations. Crown 8va, cloth 
extra, 8s. 64. 








HINDLEY (CHARLES), continued— 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. Ky One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Hoey.—The Lover’s Creed. 
By Mrs. Casuex, Hoey. Witb Frontis- 
piece by P. Macnas. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 


Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by: 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. GorDON 
THomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d.—Another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A, 
ALA. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 
The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table; with the Story of Iris, Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 


Holmes.— The Science of 
Voice Production and Volce Preser 
vation: A Pepular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gorvon Hotmes, M.D. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 


Hood (Thomas): 

Hood’s Cholce Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Ineluding the Cream of the 
Comic ANNUALS. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and 200 I)lustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Hood’s Whiins and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 


Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah’s Arkzological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun. 
ron and E. C. Barnes. Square 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 


Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 
morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Punsand 





Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts,. Cr. 8vo, cl, extra, gilt, 73. 6d. 


Hooper.—The House of Raby: 
A Novel. By Mrs. Grorce Hoopsr, 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Horse (The) and his Rider: An 
Anecdotic Medley. By ‘‘ Thormanby.” 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Hopkins—* ’Twixt Love and 
Duty:” A Novel. By TicHe Hoprxins, 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.; post Sve, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 6 | : 





Horne.—Orlon : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Ricnarp HEN- 
Gist Hornz. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
MERS. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 

_ Cloth extra, 7s. = 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Thornicroft’s Model, 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 
That other Person. 


Hunt.—Essays by Leigh Hunt. 
A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by EpMUND OLLIER. Fost 
&vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


Hydrophobia: an Accoust of M. 
Pasteur’s System. Containing a 
Translation of all his Communications 
on the Subject, the Technique of his 
Method, and the latest Statistical 
Results. By Rrnaup Suzor, M.B., 
C.M. Edin., and M.D. Pants, Conimis- 
sioned by the Government of the 
Colony of Mauritius to study M. 
PastTEuR'sS new Treatment in Paris. 
With 7 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 63. 


Indoor Paupers. By One or 


Tuem. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. Gd. 











Ingelow.—Fated to be Free: A 
Novel. By Jean INGELow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 64.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 


irish Wit and Humour, Songs 
of. Collected and Edited by A. Per- 
sie Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. 


a ae ae 
James.—A Romance of the 
Queen’s Hounds. By CHARLES JAMES. 
Post 8vo, picture cover, 18.; cl., 18. 6d. 


Janvier.—Practical Keramics 


for Students. By CaTHERINE A, 
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Be Ai NE 3 che Raed hns bait Belcher cial oman 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
Jefferies (Richard), Works by: 
Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 
cl. ex , 68.; post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s, 6d. 
The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d 
The Open Alr. 
extra, 68. 


The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 
By Wacrer Besant. Witha Photo- 
graph Portrait and facsimile of Sig- 
nature. Cr, 8vo, cl. ex., 68. (Shortly, 





‘Crown 8vo, cloth 
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Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 
Curlosities of Criticlam. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 
Lord Tennyson: 4 Biographical 
Sketch. With a Photograph-Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 
Post 8vo, Is. each; cloth, 1s. 6d. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 

about Flowers. Illustrated. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 

Jesse.—_Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Epwarp 
Jesse. Post &vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


Jeux d’Esprit. Collected and 
Edited by Henry S, Leicn. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

“John Herring,” Novels by 

the Author of: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s, 6d. each. 
Red Splder. | Eva. 

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 
Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le 

endary, and Anecdotal. With over 
wo Hundred I1}lustrations, 
Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans,Word and Letter Divina. 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c, 
With an Etched Frontispiece, 
Crowns and Coronations: A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coune 
tries. One Hundred I)lustrations, 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 
Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memair by WILLIAM 
Girrorp. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
NINGHAM. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 18s.; or separate)y, $8. each, 


Josephus, TheCompleteWorks 
of. Translated by Wuiston. Con- 
taining both “ The Antiquities of the 

ews” and ‘The Wars of the Jews.” 
wo Vols,, 8vo, with 52 Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14s. 


Kempt.—Pencil and Palette: 
Chapterson Artand Artists. By Roprrt 
Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Kershaw.—Colonial Facts and 
Fictions: Humorous Sketches. By 
Mark Kersuaw. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28.; cloth, 2s, 6d. 

King (R. Ashe), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
A Drawn Game. 

“The Wearing of the Green.” 
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Kingsley (Henry), Novels by: | Leigh (Henry S.), Works by: 





Oakshott Castle. Post 8vo, illus- 


trated boards, 28. 


Number Seventeen. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d. 


Knight.— The Patient’s Vade 
Mecum: How to get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By WILLIAM 
Knicut, M.R.C.S., and Epwarp 
Knicut, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 18.; 
cloth, Is. 6d. 


Lamb (Charles): 


Lamb’s Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 
ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
SHEPHERD. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the ‘‘ Essay on 
Roast Pig.” Cr.8vo,cl.extra, 78. 6d. 


The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s, 


Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus. By Cuarctes Lams, Care- 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Little Essays: Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By CHarLes Lams. Selected 
from his Letters by Percy Fitz- 
GERALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d, 


a ane ae 


Lane’s Arabian Nights.—The 
Thousand and One Nights: com- 
monly called, in England, “Tre 
ARABIAN NIGHTS’ ENTERTAIN- 
MENTS.” A New Translation from 
the Arabic with copious Notes, b 
Epwarp WILviaM Lane. I]lustrat 
b aa hundred Engravings on 
Wood rom orties Designs by 
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from 
aCopy annotated by the Translater, 
edited by his Nephew, Epwarp 
STANLEY PooLE. With a Preface by 
STANLEY Lanz&-PooLe. Three Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6€, each, 








Lares and Penates; or, The 
Background of Life. By FLorence 
Cappy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68, 


Larwood (Jacob), Works by: 


The Story of the London Parks. 
With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 88. 6d. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
Forensic Anecdotes. 
Theatrical Anecdotes, 











Carols of Cockayne. A New Edition, 
printed on fcap. 8vo, hand-nade 
paper, and bound in buckram, 6s. 

Jeux d’Esprit. Collected and Edited 
by Henry S. LeIGH. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 


Leys.—The Lindsays: A Ro- 
mance of Scottish Life. By JoHNn K. 
Lrys. Cheaper Edition. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. (Shortly. 


Life in London; or, The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruixk- 
SHANK’S Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Cr. 8vo, cl, extra, 7s. 6d. 


Linskill_—in Exchange for a 


Soul. By Mary Linsxitt, Author of 
“The Haven Under the Hill,” &c. 
Cheaper Edit. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s. 
Linton (E. Lynn), Works by: 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Witch Stories. 
The True Story of Joshua Davidson 
Ourselves: Essays on Women, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Patricla Kemball. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The Worid Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
“My Love!” | lone. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28, each, 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 


Paston Carew, Milllonalre and 
Miser. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 38. 6d. 


Longfellow’s Poetical Works. 
Carefully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illustra- 


tions on Steeland Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in Health 
and Disease. By N. 8. Davrgs, 
L.R.C.P. Cr, 8vo, 28.; cl. limp,28.6d., 


























Lucy.—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 
By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cl. ex., 88.64.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 


Cusiad hs) of Camoens. 
Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Rosert Frrencn Durr 
Demy Bvo, with Fourteen full-page 
Plates, cloth boards, 18s 


Macalpine (Avery), Novels by: 


Teresa Itasca, and other Stories, 
Crown Sv. >ound in canvas, 2s. 64. 

Broken Wings. With Illustrations 
W. J. Hennessy. Crown 8vo, clot 
extra, 6s, 
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McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Works 


by : 

A History of Our Own Times, fom 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880, Four 
Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each.—Also a Popuar EpITIoNn, in 
Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 68. each. 
-—And a JUBILEE EpiTIon, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 
1886, complete in Two Vols., square 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 
each. (Vol. I. now ready. 





Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


Dear Lady Disdalin. 

The Waterdale Nelghbours. 

A Falr Saxon. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Mald of Athens. 

Camlola: A Girl with a Fortune, 





Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 


Linley Rochford. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. 





“The Right Honourable:” A Ro- 
mance of Society and Politics. By 
hepa McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs. 

AMPBELL-PRAED, Newand Cheaper 
Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 


McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.) 
Works by: 

An Outlineof the History of Ireland, 

from the Earliest ‘limes to the Pre- 

sent Day. Cr. 8vo,13.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 


Ireland since the Union: Sketches 
of Irish History from 1798 to 1886. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


England under Gladstone, 1880-85. 
Second Edition, revised. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6g. 
Doom! An Atlantic Episode, 
8vo, 1s.; cloth, Is. 6d. 
Our Sensation Novel. 
ustin H. McCartny, 
8.; cloth, Is. 6d. 
Hafiz In London. Choicely printed. 
Sinall 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Magician’s Own Book Are ‘ 
Performances with Cups and Balls 
Eggs Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 
Crown &Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 











Crown 


Edited by 
Crown 8vo, 





MacDonald.—Works of Fancy 
and Imagination. bby GeorGe Mac- 
DONALD, LL.D. Ten Volumes, in 
handsome cloth case, 2ls.— Vol. 1. 
WITHIN AND WITHOUT. THE HIDDEN 
Lire.— Vol. 2. THe Discipte. THE 
GosPEL WomeEN. A Book or SONNETS, 
OrGAN Soncs.— Vol. 3. VIOLIN SONGS. 
SonGs oF THE Days AND NIGHTs. 
ABooxko> DREAMS, RoapstDE PoEMs. 
PoEMS FOR CHILDREN. Vol. 4. Para- 
BLES, BALLADS. ScoTcH SoNnGs.— 
Vols. 5 and 6. PHANTASTES: A Faerie 
Romance.—Vol, 7. THE PORTENT.— 
Vol. 8. THe Licgut Princess. THE 
Giant's Heart. SHADows,— Vol. 9g. 
Cross Purposes. THe Gotprn Key. 
Tut Carasoyn, Littie DAYLIGHT.— 
Vol. ro. THE CrueL PaInTER. THE 
Wow o’ Rivven. THe CastLe. THE 
Broken Sworvs. THE Gray WoLrF 
UNcLE CorneELIUS. 


The Volumes are also soll separately 
in Grolter-pattern cloth, 29. 6d. each. 


Macdonell.—Quaker Cousins: 
A Novel. ny AGNES MACDONELL. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 








Macgregor. — Pastimes and 
Players. Notes on Popular Ganus, 
By Rowert MacGreGor. Post &vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Mackay.—Interludes and Un.- 
dertones; or, Music at Twilight. By 
Cuarves Mackay, LL.D, Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 


Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The) 
of lilustrious Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs—iographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 


half of the Present panna By 
WitiiaM Bates, B.A. With ‘3 Por- 
traits printed onan India Tint. Crown 


8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Macquold (Mrs.), Works by : 


Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each, 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by THomas R. Macguolp. 

Pictures and Legends from Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous Illusts. by THomas R. Macqguorp. 

Through Normandy. With go Illus- 
trations by T. R. Macquolp, 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macguorn. 

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquolp, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
The Evil Eye, and other Sitcries. 
Lost Rose. 
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Magic Lantern (The), and its 
Management: including full Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and 
preparing Lantern Slides. By TC 

EPWORTH, With 1o Illustrations. 
Crown 8yo, la. ; cloth, 1s. 6d. ra 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Museuin, printed on fine plete paper, 
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5s. 


Mallock (W. H.), Works by: 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Country 
House. Post 8vo,cloth limp, 28. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 28. 

The New Paul and Virginia; or, Posi- 
tivism) on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Poems. Small gto, in parchment: 8s. 

la Life worth Living? Crown 8&vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 


Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort 
@Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. MontGomenig£ RANKING. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


Man -Hunter (The): Stories 
from the Note-book of a Detective. By 
Dicx Donovan. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28.; cloth, 28. 6d. 

Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous IIlust. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex,78.6d. 

The Innocents Abroad; or, The New 
Pilgrim’s Progress: Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship ‘ Quaker 
City’s’’ Pleasure Excursion to 
aged and the Holy Land. With 
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d.—Cheap Edition (under 
the title of‘ MARK Twarn’s PLEASURE 
Trip"), post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 

Roughing It, and The Innocents at 
Home. With 200 IHustrations by F. 
A, Fraser. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 78. 6d. 

The Glided Age. By Marx Twain 
and CHaRLrs DuDLEY WARNER. 
With 212 lustrations by T, Coppin 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 
With 111 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 64.—Cheap Edition 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d.—Cheap Edition, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illusts. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.—Cheap 
Edition, post 8vo illust, bds., 2s. 


Marx Twain's Works, continued— 

The Stolen White Elephant, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Life on the Mississipp!. With abort 
goo Original Lllustratiovs. Crown 
vo, cloth extra, 78.6d.—Cheap Edi- 
tion, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn. With 174 Illustrations b 
E. W. Kemarie. Crown 8vo, clot 
extra, 78. 6d.—Cheap Edition, post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Mark Twain's Library of Humour. 
With numerous Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 


Marlowe's Works. Including 
his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introductions, by Col. Cnn- 
NINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 38. 6d. each; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each, 
Open! Sesame! | Written In Fire. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each 

A Harvest of Wliid Oats. 
_ Fighting the Alr. 


Massinger’s Plays. From the 
Text of WiLLiaAM GiFForRD. Edited 
by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown &vo, 

_ Cloth extra, 6s 

Masterman.—Half a Dozen 
Daughters: A Novel. By J. MastEr- 
MAN, Fost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


Matthews.—A Secret of the 
Sea, &c. By BrRanperR MATTHEWS. 
Post 8vo, illust. bds., 23.; cloth, 2s. 6d, 


Mayfair Library, The: 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. per Volume. 

A Journey Round My Room. 
XAVIER DE MaistTrRE. Translate 
by Henry ATTWELL, 

Quips and Quidditles. Selected by 
W. Davenport ADAMS. 

The Agony Column of “The Timea,” 
from 1800 to 1870, Edited, with an 
Introduction, by ALicz CLay. 

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular 
Abridgment of “ Burton’s Anatumy 
of Melancholy.” 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
BRILLAT-SAVARIN, 

The Speeches of Charlies Dickens. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancles, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dosson, 
Poetical Ingenulties and Eccentricl- 
tiles. Selected and Edited by W. T. 

Dosson. 

The Cupboard Papers. By F:in-Bzsc, 

Original Plays by W. S, Griserr, 
First Sgrigzs. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. 
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Mayrarr Lisrary, continued—~ 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Vol. 


Original Plays by W. S GrBert. 
SEcOND Serizs. Containing: Broken 
Hearts — Engage Sweethearts — 
Gretchen—Dan’) Druce—Tom Cobb 
—HI.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzanee. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collectedand Edited by A. PERCEVAL 
GRAVES, 

Animals and thelr Masters. By Sir 
ARTHUR HELPs., 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. HELPs, 

Curlosities of Criticleam. By HENry 
J. JENNINGS. 

The Autocrat ofthe Breakfast-Table 
By OLIVER WENDELL HoLmes., _II- 
lustrated by J. GorpDoN TiH#0MSON. 

Pencll and Palette. By RosBert 
Kempt. 

Little Essays: Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Cuas. Lams. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy F1iTZGERALD. 

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacos Larwoop. 


Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacos 
LaRWOOD. 

Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by Henry S. 
LEIGH. : 


True History of Joshua Davidson. 
By E. Lynn LINTON. 

Witch Storles. By E. Lynn Linton, 

Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 
E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Piayers. By Roserr 
MACGREGOR. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 

» H, MALLOcK. 

New Republic. By W. H. Matiocx. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H. CHOLMONDE- 
LEY-PENNELL. 

Pegasus Re-Saddied. By H. Cuot- 
MONDELEY-PENNELL. Illustrated by 
GrorcE Du MauRIEr. 

Muses of Mayfair Edited by H. 
CHOLMONDELEY-PENNELL. 

Thoreau: His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Paace. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Huan Row .ey. 


More Punlana. By the Hon. Hucs 
Row ey. 

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Fevuix pe SALAMANCA, 

By Stream and Sea. By WILLIAM 
SENIOR. 

Old Stortes Re-told. 
THORNBURY. 


Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note 
Book. By Dr. ANDREW WILSON, 


By WALTER 








Mayhew.—London Characters 
and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Hanry Maynew. With nume- 
rous Illusta. Cr, 8vo, cl. extra, 3s, 6d. 


Medicine, Family.—One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Daviss, 
L.R.C.P Lond. Cr. 8vo, 18.; cl., 18. 6d. 


Menken.—Infelicia: Poems b 
ADAH ISAACS MENKEN. A New Edi- 
tion, with a Biographical Preface, nu- 
merous Illustrations by F. E. Lummis 
and F. O. C. Darey, and Facsimile 
of a Letter from CHARLES DICKENS, 
Beautifully printed on small 4to ivory 
paper, with red border to each page, 
and handsomely bound. Price 78, 6d. 


Mexican Mustang (On a), 
through Texas, from the Gulf tothe Rio 
Grande. A New Book of American Hu- 
mour. By A. E.Sweet and J. ARMoy. 
Knox, Editors of “ Texas Sittings.” 
With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl.extra, 78.6d. 


Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Touch and Go. Mr. Dorlilion. 

Miller.— Physiology for the 
eden or, The House of Life: Hue 
man hysiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
Classes and Popular Reading. With 
numerous Illusts. By Mrs, F. FEnwick 
Mi.ver. Small 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, 


Milton (J. L.), Works by: 
Sm. 8vo, 18. each; cloth ex., 18. 6d. each, 
The Hyglene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management of 
the Skin; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. 
The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 
The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin, 


Molesworth (Mrs.).—Hather- 
court Rectory. By Mrs. Movres- 
worth, Author of “The Cuckoo 
Clock,” &c. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 48. 6a. ; 

__ post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23, 


Moncrieff.— The Abdication; 
or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. ScorT-MoncrieErFF, 
With Seven Etchings by Joun PETTI1z, 
R.A.,, W. Q. Orcuarpson, R.A,, J, 
MacWHIRTER, A.R.A,,COLIN HUNTER, 
A.R.A., R. MacsBetH, A.R.A., and Tom 
GranaM, R.S.A. Large 4to, bound in 
buckram, 21s. 


Moore (Thomas): 

Byron’s Letters and Journals; with 
Notices of his Life. By Tuomas 
Moors. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Prose and Verse, Humorous, Satiri- 
cal, and Sentimental, by Tuomas 
Moore; with Suppressed Passages 
from the Memoirs of Lord Byron, 
Edited, with Notes and Introduc- 
tion. by R. HERNE SHEPHERD. With 
a Portrait. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 
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Murray (D. pores), Novels 


by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 38.6. each; 
ost Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Life’s Atonement. |A Model Father. 

Joseph’s Coat. Coals of Fire 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

Val Strange. Hearts. 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature, 

First Person Singular. 

Cynic Fortune. 


Old Blazer’a Hero. With Three Illus- 
trations by A. McCormick, Crown 
8vo, cloth ex., 68.—Cheaper Edition, 
post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. [Shortly. 

One Traveller Returns. By D. 
Curistizg Murray and H. HERMAN, 
Cr. 8vo, cl, ex., 68. 





Novelists. — Half-Hours with 
the Best Novelists of the Century: 
ChoiceReadings from the finest Novels. 
Edited, with Critical and Biographical 
Notes, by H. T. Mackenziz Bru. 
Crown 8vo, cl. ex., 88. 6d. [J’rrparing, 

Nursery Hints: A Mother’s 
Guide in Health and Disease. By N E. 
Davies,L.R.C.P. Cr.8vo, 18. ;cl., 18.6d. 


ree ore 


O’Connor.—LordBeaconsfield: 
A Biography. By T. P.O’Connor, M.P, 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Deat 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


O'Hanlon.— The Unforeseen: 
A Novel. By ALIcE O’HaNLon. New 
& Cheaper Ed. Post 8vo, illust, bds,, 28 








Oliphant (Mrs.) Novels by: 
Whiteladies. With Illustrations by 
ARTHUR Hopxins and H. Woops, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. each. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
The Primrose Path. 

The Greatest Helress In England. 

O'Relily.—Phosbe’s Fortunes: 


A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Twcx. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


O'Shaughnessy (A.), Works by: 
Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 
Music and Moonllght. 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Lays of France. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,10s, 6d. 


Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Held {n Bondage. Under Two Fiags. 

Strathmore. [Ceol Castie- 

Chandos malne’a Gage. 





Fcap. 8vo, 
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Ourpa, continued— 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38.64. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 


idalla. Friendship. 
Tricotrin. Moths. | Bimbl. 
Puck, Pipistrello. 


Folle Farline. In Maremma. 


TwoLittieWooden;A Village Com- 
Shoes. mune. 

A Dog of Flanders. | Wanda. 

Pascarel. Frescoes. {Ine. 

Signa. | Arladne.| Princess Naprax- 

In a Winter City.' Othmar. 


Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of Ouipa by F, 
Sypney Morris, Sm.,cr.8vo,cl.ex.,5s, 


Page (H. A.), Works by: 

Tharaan: Hie Tl ifaand Aimee A Gtndag. 
With Portrait. Post 8vo,cl.limp, 28.64. 
Lights onthe Way: Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. ae e late J. H. ALEx- 
ANDER, B.A. Edited by H. A. PaGE. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63. 
Anima! Anecdotes. Arranged on a 
New Principle, Cr, 8vo, cl. extra, 5s. 
Parliamentary Elections and 
Electioneering In the Old Days (A 
History of). Showing the State of 
Political Parties and Party Warfare at 
the Hustings and in the House of 
Commons from the Stuarts to Queen 
Victoria. Mlustrated from the original 
Political Squibs, Lampoons, Pictorial 
Satircs, and Popular Caricatures of 
the Time. By JoszpH Grego, Author 
of “Rowlandson and his Works," 
“The Life of Gillray,’’ &. A New 
Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, witb 
Coloured Frontispiece and roo Illus- 
trations, 7s. 6d. [Preparing, 


Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 
New Translation, with Historical In- 


troduction and Notes, by T. M’Crig, 
D.D. _ Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 


Patient's (The) Vade Mecum: 
How to get most Benefit from Medical 
Advice. By W. KnrGut, M.R.C,S,,and 

; E.KniGHT,L.R.C.P, Cr.8vo, 18.; cl. 1/6, 


Paul Ferroll: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Paul Ferroll: A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferrall Killed his Wife. 


Payn (James), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. each. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 

Walter’s Word. 

eas Black than Paice Painted. 
y Proxy. h Spi 

Under One Roof. ene 

A Confidential Agent. 





CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY, 





Payn (JAMES), continued— 
Some Private Views. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
From Exile. | The Canon’s Ward, 
The Talk of the Town. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each, 
Kit: A Memory. | Carlyon’s Year. 
A Perfect Treasure. 

Bentinck’s Tutor.|Murphy’s Master. 
The Best of Husbands, 

For Cash Only. 

What He Cost Her. | Cecll’s Tryst. 
Fallen Fortunes. | Halves. 

A County Family. | At Her Mercy. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 

The Clyffards of Clyffe. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

The Foster Brothers.| Found Dead. 
Gwendollne’s Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Martine Residence. 

Marrled Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. | Not Wooed, but Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 


Crown €vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Glow-Worm Tales. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge. [Shortly. 


In Peril and Privation: Stories of 
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book 
for Boys. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s. 

Holiday Tasks. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
68.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Paul.—Gentle and Simple. By 

MARGARET AGNES PAUL, 

Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON. 

Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. _ 

Pears.—_The Present Depres- 
sion In Trade: Its Causes and Reimne- 
dies. Being the “ Pears” Prize Essays 

(of One Hundred Guineas). By Epwin 

Goapsy and Wititam Watt. With 

an Introductory Paper by Prof. LEONE 

Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Demy 8vo, 1s. 

Pennell (H. Choilmondeley), 

Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full- 

page [llusts. by G. Du Maurier, 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 
Société, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. PENNELL. _ Hs eee 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by: 
Post 8vo, Ia. each; cl. limp, 18. 64. each. 

Beyond the Gates. By the Author 
of “ The Gates Ajar.” 

An Old Mald’s Paradise. 

Burgiars In Paradise. _ 

Jack the Fisherman. With Twenty- 
two Illustrations by C. W. ReeEp. 
Cr. 8vo, picture cover, 1s. ; cl. 1g. 6d. 


With a | 
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Pirkis (C. L.), Novels by: 
Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, ls. boards, 2s, 
Lady Lovelace. Post 8vo, illustrated 


Btannhsé #1 DY Wanla by: 


The Pursuivant of Arms; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 I}lus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879, 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. MacKARNESS, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious 


Men. Translated from the Greek, 

with Notes Critical and Historical, and 

a_ Life of Plutarch, by Joun and 

Wici1AM LANGHORNE. Two Vols, 

8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 108. 6d. 
Poe (Edgar Allan) :— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of EpGar ALLAN Pog. With 
an Introductory Essay by CHARLES 
BaupDELAIRg, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 73. 6d. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and 
other Stories. Post 8vo, iNlust.bds.,28. 


Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
_ plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s, 
Praed (Mrs. Campbell-).—“The 
Right Honourable:” A Romance of 
Society and Politics. By Mrs. Camp- 
BELL-PRAED and JusTiIn McCarthy, 
M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. _ 
Price (E. C.), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Valentina. | The Foreigners 
Mrs. Lancaster’s R'val. 
Gerald. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 28, 
Princess Olga—Radna; or, The 
Great Conspiracy of 1881. By the 
Princess OLGA. Cr, 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 


Proctor (Rich. A.), Works by: 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts, 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Familiar Sclance Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 64. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates, 
Detny 8vo, cloth extra, 108. 6d. 

mysteries of Time and Space. With 

llusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6 

The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Wages and Wants of Solence 
Workers. Crown &vo, ls. 
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Rabelais’ Works. Faithfully 
Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustave 
Dor&. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Rambosson.—Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Ramsosson, Laureate of 
the Institute of France. Translated by 
C. B. Pirman. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 
numerous IJilusts., and a beautifully 
executed Chart of Spectra, 78. 6d. 

Reade (Charles), Novels by: 

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated,3s. 6d. 
each; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. each. 

Peg Woffington. Illustrated by S. L. 
Finpgs, A R.A. 

Christle Johnstone. 
WILLIAM SMALL, 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. I!- 
lustrated by G. J. PINWELL. 

The Course of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by HELEN 
PATERSON, 

The Autoblography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades; and James Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt STRETCH. 

Love me Little, Love me Long. I1l- 
lustrated by M. ELLEN Epwarps. 

The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir 
JOHN GILBERT, R.A., and C. KEENE. 

The Clolster and the Hearth. II- 
lustrated by CuarLes KEENE. 

Hard Cash. I'lust. by F. W. Lawson, 
Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 
Fitpes, A.R.A., and Wa, SMALL. 
Foul Play. Wlust. by Du Maurier, 
Put Yourself In His Place. Illus- 

trated by RoBERT Barnes. 

A Terrible Temptation Illustrated 

y Eow. Hucuersand A, W. Cooper. 

The Wandering Helr. Illustrated by 
H. Paterson, S. L. Fitpes, A.R.A., 
C. Gren, and H. Woops, A.R.A. 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kare 
CRAvuFORD. (Coutprry, 

A Woman-Hater. Illust. by Txos, 

Singleheart and Doubleface: A 
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 
by P, Macnas. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. ApBry, 
Percy MAcguolp,and JosepH Nasu, 

TheJlit, and other Stories, Illustrated 
by JoserH Nasu. 

Readiana. Witha Steel-plate Portrait 
of CHARLES READE. 


Bible Characters: Studies of David, 
Nehemiah, Jonah, &c. Feap. 8vo, 
leatherette, Is. 








Illustrated by 


Reader's Handbook (The) of 
Allusiogs, References, Plots, and 
Storles. By the Rev. Dr. Br=wer. 
Fifth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY, 
Cr, 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 78. 6d, 


Rice (Portrait of James).— 
Specially etched by Daniget A. WEHR- 
SCHMIDT for the New Library Edition 
of Besant and Ricr’s Novels, A few 
Proofs before Letters have been taken 
on Japanese paper, size 15}x10 in. 
Price 68. each, 


Richardson. —A Ministry of 
Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jaMin Warp Ricuarpson, M.D., &c, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 


Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Her Mother's Darling. 
The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party, 
Weird Storles. 


Post 8vp, illustrated boards, 28. each, 


The Uninhabited House. 
Falry Water. 
The Mystery In Palace Gardens. 


Rimmer (Alfred), Works by: 

Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 78. 64. each. 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 
50 Illustrations. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 
With 50 Illustrations. 

About England with Dickens. With 
58 Illustrations by ALFRED RiMMER 
andC, A. VANDERHOOF, 


Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 


Robinson (Phil), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each, 
The Poets’ Birds. 

The Poets’ Beasts. 
The Poets and Nature: Reptiles, 
Fishes, and Insects, [Preparing 


Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and 
Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sainte- 
Bevuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


Roll of Battle Abbey, The; or, 
A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.p. 1066-7, With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 6s. 
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Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations, 
More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 


Runciman (James), Storles by : 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d each. 

Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmaign’s Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 


Russell (W. Ciark), Works by: 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each, 

Round the Gailey-Fire. 

On the Fo’k’sle Head. 

in the Middle Watch. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 
Crown &vo, cloth extra, 68. each. 

A Book for the Hammock. 

Li Mystery of the “Ocean Star,” 

c 











*,* The above Six Books may also be 
had in a handsome cloth box, under 
the general title of ‘*CLarK Rus- 
SELL’S SEA Books,” for 36s. 


Sala.—Gaslight and Daylight. 
By GeorGe AuGcustus Sata. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. __ 
Sanson.—Seven Generations 
of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited 
byHenrySanson, Cr.8vo,cl.ex. 38 6d. 
Saunders (John), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman.|Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers, _ 

One Against the World. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 


Saunders (Katharine), Novels 


by. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

The High Mills. 

Heart Salvage. | Sebastian. 

Joan Merryweather. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Gideon’s Rock. 
extra, 38. 


Science Gossip: An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E. 
TayLor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, PlescoDy Phy- 
siography, &c. Price 4d. Mont ly; or 
68. per year, post free. Vols. I. to 

I Fat ree res 7s. 6d. each; an 
gis. XV. 





Crown 8&8vo, cloth 


d 
a to date, at 5s. each, Cases 
Binding, 1s. 64. each. 


‘Secret Out” Series, The: 
Cr, 8vo, cl.ex., Illusts., 48. 6d. each. 
The Secret Out: One Thousand 

Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations; with Entertaining Expert- 
ments in Drawing-room or ‘‘ White 
Magic.” By W. H.CreMER. 300I]lusts, 
The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games, Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades By FRANK BELLEW, 
With 300 Illustrations. 
Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
CrREMER, With 200 Illustrations. 
Magicilan’s Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. CRe-, 
MER. 200 Illustrations. 


Seguin (tL, G.), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each. 
The Country of the Passion Piay, 
and the Highlands and Highlanders 
of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Iilusts, 
Walks In Algiers and its Surround. 
ings. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts, 
Senior.—By Stream and Sea. 
By W.Senior. Post 8vo,cl.limp, 28.6d. 
Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis- 
toric Man. By James H. Stoppart, 
Author of “ The Village Life.” Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Shakespeare : 

The First Follo Shakespeare.—Mr, 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE’S Comedies 
Histories, and Tragedics. Published 
according tothe true Original] Copies, 
London, Printed by Isaac IAGGARD 
and Ep. BLount. 1623.—A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process—ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail, Small8vo, 
half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of DrorsHoUT’s 
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By CHAKLES 
and Mary Lams. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. More Smitn. Cr, gto, cl. gilt, 6s. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, the compositions 
ranging from the Elizabethan Age 
to the Present Time. By ALFrrep 
Rorre. 4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By ALagr- 
NON CHARLES SWINBURNE. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, &s, 
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Shelley.—The CompleteWorks 
In Verse and Prose of Percy Bysshe 
Shelley. Ldited, Prefaced and Anno- 
tated by RicHARD HERNE SHEPHERD, 
Five Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth boards, 
8s. 6d. each. 

Poetical Works, in Three Vols. 

Vol.l. An Introduction by the Editor; The 
Posthumous Frayments of Margaret Nichol- 
son; obey = Correspondence with Stock- 
dale; The Wandering Jew (the only complete 
version); Oneen ab, with the Notes; 
Alastor, and other Pocms; Rosalind and 
Helen; Prometheus Unbound; Adonais, ac, 

Vol HJ. Laon and Cythna (as orginally pub- 
lished, instead of the emasculated ‘ Revolt 
of Islam"); The Cenc; Juhan and Maddalo 
(from Shelley's manuscript); Swellfoot the 
Tyrant (from the copy in the Dyce Library 
at South en mpiont: The Witch of Atlas; 
Fpipsychidion; Helas. 

Vol, II], Pasthumaus Poems, published by 
Mrs. SHEI LFY 1n 1824 and 1839; The Masque 
of Anarchy (from Shellcy § manuscript); and 
other Pieces not brought together inthe ordi- 
nary editions, 

Prose Works, in Two Vols. 

Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and 
St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pam- 
ried A Refutation of Deism; Letters to 

igh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and 
Fragments. 
oL II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad; 
Translations and Frayments, Edited by Mrs. 
SHELLEY, and first published in 1840, with 
the addition of some Minor Pieces of great 
interest and rarity, including one recently 
discovered by Professor DOWDEN, With a 
Bibliography of Shelley. and an exhaustive 
Index of the Prose Works. 
*.* Also a LARGE-ParER EDITION, to 
be had in Sets only, at 52s. 6d. for 
the Five Volumes, 


Sheridan :— 


Sheridan’s Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. Witha 
Collection of Sheridaniana, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with ro full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 


Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Scandal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes te cach Play, and a Bio- 
graphical Sketch of Sheridan, by 
BraNDER MatTrTuews, With Decora- 
tive Vignettes and rofull-page Ilusts, 
Demy vo, half-parchment, 12s. 6d. 

Sheridan(General).— Personal 

Memoirs of General P. H. Sherldan: 

The Romantic Career of a Great 

Soldicr, told in his Own Words. With 

22 Portraits and other Illustrations, 27 

Maps «nd numcrous Facsimiles of 

Famous Letters. Two Vols. of 500 

pages each, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 34s. 











Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poatical Works, including all those in 
“ Arcadia.” With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vole,, 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s. 


Signboards: Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
jkcos Larwoop and Joun CAMDEN 

OTTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with roo Illustrations, 78s. 6d. 


Sims (George R.), Works by: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. each, 
Rogues and Vagabonda. 
The Ring o’ Bells. 
Mary Jane’s Memolrs. 
Mary Jane Marrled. 


The Dagonet Reciter. Post 8vo, por- 
trait cover, 1s,; cloth, 18. 6d. [Shortly. 





Sister Dora: A Biography. By 
MARGARET LONSDPALE. Popular Edie 
tion, Revised, with additional Chap- 
ter, a New Dedication and Preface, 
and Four Illustrations. Sq. 8vo, pice 
ture cover, 4d.; cloth, 6d. 








Sketchley.—A Match in the 


Dark. By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Slang Dictionary, The: Ety-. 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d. 


Lele iiccemneatartenens inpeenneenie tea 


Smith (J. Moyr), Works by: 
The Prince of Argolls: A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. Small 8vo, 
cloth extra, with 130 Ilusts., 3s. 6d. 
Tales of Old Thule. With numerous 
ljlustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s. 
The Woolng of the Water Witch. 
With Illustrations. Small 8vo, 68. 


Society In London. By A 
ForEIGN RESIDENT. Crown 8vo, ls.; 
cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Society out of Town. By A 
FOREIGN RESIDENT, Author of ‘ So- 
ciety in London.” Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. (Preparing, 


Society In Paris: The Upper 
Ten Thousand. By Count Pau.VasiILi. 
Trans. by RAPHAEL LEDOS DE BEAu- 
ForT. Cr. 8vo. cl. ex., 68. [ Preparing. 


Spalding.-Elizabethan Demon. 
ology: An Essay in Illustration of the 
Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by Them, By T. 
A, SpaLpinG, LL.B, Cr. 8ve,cl, ex. 66. 
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Speight (T.W.), Novels by: 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 
With a Frontispiece by M. ELLEN 
Epwarps. Crown 8&vo, cloth extra, 
33.6d.; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 28. 
Wife or No Wife? Cr. 8vo, picture 
cover, 18.; cloth, ls. 6d. 
The Golden Hoop. 
boards, 2s. 
By Devious Ways. Demy 6vo, 1s. 
_ - ; [Now. 
Spenser for Children. By M. 
H. Towry. With Illustrations b 
WALTER J. MorGan, Crown 4to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s. 


Staunton.—Laws and Practice 
of Chess; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howarp StaunTon. 
Edited by Ropert B. WormaLp. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 
Stedman (E. C.), Works by: 
Victorian Poets. Thirteenth Edition, 
revised and enlarged. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 9s. 

The Poets of America. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 9s. 

Sterndale.—The Afghan Knife: 
A Novel. By RonerT ARMITAGE STERN: 

_ DALE. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 23. 


Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by: 
Travels with a Donkey In the 
Cevennes. Sixth Ed. Frontispiece b 

W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 6d. 

An Inland Voyage. With Front. by 
W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. lp., 28. 6d. 

Famillar Studies of Men and Books, 
and Edit. Cr. 8vo, buckram extra, 68. 

New Arabian Nights. Crown bvo, 
buckram extra, 68.; post 8vo, illust, 
boards, 28. 

The Silverado Squatters. With 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, buckram 
extra,6s. Cheap Edition, post 8vo, 
picture cover, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Prince Otto: A Romance, Fourth 
Edition, Crown 8vo, buckram extra, 
6s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Merry Men, and other Tales and 
Fables. Cr. 8vo, buckram ex., 6s. 

Underwoods: Poems.Post8vo,cl.ex.6s. 

Memories and Portraits. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8vo, buckram extra, 68. 

Virginibus Puerlsque, and other 
Papers. A New Edition, Revised. 
Fcap. 8vo, buckram extra, 63. 


St. John.—A Levantine Family. 


By Bayre Sr. Joun, Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 


Post 8vo, illust. 


Stoddard.—Summer Cruising 


in the South Seas. By Crarres 
WarREN Stropparp. Illust. by Watuis 
Mackay. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. 





Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Hzixn_ and ALIcE ZIM- 
MERN. Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 


St. Pierre.—Paul and Virginia, 
and The Indlan Cottage. By BEr- 
NARDIN ST. PIERRE, Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. E. CiarxeE. Post 8vo, cl. |p., 28. 

Strange Manuscript (A) found 
in a Copper Cylinder. With 19 full- 

age I}lustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 
econd Edition. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 5s. 


Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes 
of the People cf England; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c.,, 
from the Earliest Period to the Present 
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited 
by WM.Hong. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78.6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 
London: A_ Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates,and 
House Accommodation. With Map ot 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,78 6d. 

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the maps in the 
Original Edition of ‘“ Gulliver’s 
Travels.” Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Swinburne (Algernon = ©C.), 

Works by: 

Selections from the Poetical Works 
of Algernon Charies Swinburne. 
Fcap. svo, cloth extra, 63. 

Atalantain Calydon. Crown 8vo, 68. 

Chastelard. mricrsaaes h Cr. 8vo, 75. 

Poems and Ballads. First SERIES. 
Fcap. &vo, 98. Cr, 8vo, same price, 

Poems and Ballads. S—econpb SERIES, 
Fcap. 8vo, 98. Cr. 8va, same price. 

Notes on Poems and Reviews. svo,1s, 

Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, lus 6d. 

Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,12s 6d. 

Songs of Two Nations. Cr. svo, Gs. 

Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 12s, 

Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 68, 

Note on Charlotte Bronte.Cr.8vo,6s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8. 

Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 8vo, 6g, 

Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Cr, &vo, 8. 

Tristram of Lyoncsse, and other 
Poems, Crown 8vo, 9s. 

ACentury of Roundols. Small sto, 83. 

A Midsummer Holliday, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo, 75. 

Marino Fallero: ATragedy. Cr.8vo,6s. 

A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo, 63. 

Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 128. 

Locrine: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 63. 

Mr. Swinburne’s New Volume of 
Poems. Crown 8vo, 68. [Shost'y. 
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Symonds.—Wine, Women, and 


Song: Medizval Latin Students’ 
Songs. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with Essay by J. ADDINGTON 
Symonps. Small 8vo, parehment, 6s. 


Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours: 
In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of RowLanp- 
son’s droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HotTtTen. Med. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Taine’s History of English 
Literature, Translated by HENRY 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 808.—PoruLar EpITIon, 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15s. 


Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 


of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s, 


Taylor (Dr.J. E., F.L.S.), Works 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth ex., 78. 6d. each. 
The Sagacity and Morality of 

Plante: A Sketch of the Lite and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
ColouredFrontispiece and too IJlust. 
Our Common British Fossils, and 
Where to Find Them: A Handbook 
for Students. With 331 Illustrations. 
The Playtime Naturalist :A Book for 
every Home. With about 350 Illus- 
trations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 











[Preparing. 
Taylor's (Tom) Historical 
Dramas: ‘‘Clancarty,” “Jeanne 


Darc,’’“'’Twixt Axe and Crown, ’«The 
Fool's Revenge,” “ Arkwright’s Wife,” 
“Anne Boleyn,” “ Plot and Passion.” 
One Vol., cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
*,* The Plays may also be had sepa- 

rately, at 1s. each. 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra- 
phical Sketch. By H. J. JENNINGS. 


ith a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 63. 


Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE 
THACKERAY, depictin Humorous 
Incidents in his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7g. 6d. 


Thomas (Bertha), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Cressida. | Proud Maleie. 
The Violin-Player. 


Thomas (M.).—A Fight for Life: 
A Novel. By W. Moy Tromas, Post 
bvo, illustrated boards, 





Thomson's Seasons and Castle 
of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by ALLAN 
CUNNINGHAM, and over 50 fine Ilustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 


Thornbury (Walter), Works by 
Haunted London. Edited by Ep- 
WARD WatrorpD, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. FarrHo rt, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and tellow Academicians, 
With numerous Ilusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner’s Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 


Timbs (John), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 
The History of Clubs and Club Life 

in London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With many I)lusts. 
Engilsh Eccentrics and Eccen- 
ricitles: Stories of Wealth and 
ashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folk, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 Illusts, 


Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

The Way We Live Now. 

Kept In the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 

The Land-Leaguers. | 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
John Caldigate. | American Senator 
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Trollope(Frances E.),Novelsby 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Mabel’s Progress. | Anne Furness, 


Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut 
Diamond, and other Stories. By 
T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. Post 8vo, 

_ illustrated boards, 2s. 


Trowbridge.—Farnell’s Folly : 
A Novel. By J. T. TRowsriper, Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Turgenieff. — Stories from 
Forelgn Novelists. By Ivan Turce- 
NIEFF, and others. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 

















Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis- 
tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C, 
FRASER-TYTLER. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. 
Tytler (Sarah), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each, 
What She Came Through. 

The Bride’s Pass. 

Saint Mungo’s City. 

Beauty and the Beast. 

Noblesse Oblige. 

Lady Bell. 

Citoyenne Jacqueline. 


Crown &vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Huguenot Fanilly. With Ilusts. 
Buried Diamonds. 


Disappeared: A Romance. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28, 

The Blackhall Ghosts: A Novel. 
3 Vols., crown 8vo. (Preparing. 


Van Laun.— History of French 
Literature. By H. Van Laun. Three 
Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 78. 6d. each. 
Villari.—A Double Bond: A 
Story. By Linpa Vitiari. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, 1s. 


Walford (Edw., M.A.),Works by : 

The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than 12000, dis- 
tinguished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty-seventh Annual Edi- 
tion, for 1888, cloth gilt, 50s. 


The Shilling Peerage (1888). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, ls. 


The Shilling Baronetage (1888), 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Snedom. 
short Biographital Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo, 
cloth, 1s. 


The Shilling Knightage (1888). Con- 
taining an plpbe perce List of the 
Knights of the United Kingdom 
short Biographical Notices, Dates o 
Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,cl.,18, 


The Shilling House of Commons 
(1888). Containing a List of all the 
Members-of Parliament, their Town 
and Country Addresses, io. New 
Edition, rimeetiee J the results of 
the recent General Election. g2mo, 
cloth, la. 


Wanderer’s Library, The: 
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WaAtrForp’s (Epw.) Works, continued= 


The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commony :1888). In One Volume, 
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 5s. 

Haunted London. By WALTER 
Tuorngpury. Edited by Erwarp 
Watrorp, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. FarrHoct, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Walton and Cotton's Complete 


Angler; or, The Contemplative Man’s 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Watton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in aclear Stream, by CHARLES 
Corton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicoras, and 
6: Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d. 





Wait Whitman, Poems by. 


Selected and edited, with an Intro- 
duction, by WitL1aM M. Rossettt. A 
New Edition, with a Steel Plate Pore 
trait. Crown 8vo, printed on hand- 
made paper and bound in buckram, 68, 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Wanderings in Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich-Hunters. By 
JuLius Beersoum. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Afrjca, and 
America. By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Savage Life. By Frepericx BoyLe. 

Merrie England In the Oiden Time. 
By GeorGe DanIEL. With Illustra 
ticns by Rost. CRUIKSHANK, 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Tuomas Frost, 

The Lives of the Conjurers. By 
THOMAS Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By THomas Frost. 

Low:Life Deeps. An Account of the 
‘Strange Fish to be found there. By 
JAMES GREENWOOD. 

The Wilds of London. By James 
GREENWOOD. 

Tunis: The Land and the People, 
By the Chevalier de Hessz-War- 
TEGG, With 22 Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY. 

The Worid Behind the Scenes. By 
PERCY FITZGERALD. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Cuarxies HINDLEY, With Illusts, 

The Genial Showman: Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P. 
Hineston. With a Frontispiece, 
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WANDRRER’S LIBRARY, THE, continucd-—— 
The Story of the London Parks. 
By Jacos Larwoop. With Illusts. 
London Characters. By HENRY May- 

HEW. Illustrated. 

Sevcn Generations of Executioners: 
Memoirs of tne Sanson Family (1688 
to 1847). Edited by HENRY SANSON. 

Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas. By C. WARREN STODDARD. 
Illustrated by Watuis Mackay. 


Warner.—A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Cuaritrs DupLEY WARNER, 
Author of “ My Summer in a Garden.” 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6S. 


Warrants, &c. :— 

Warrant to Execute Charies |. An 
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carcfully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, 22 in. by 14in. Price 28. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, include 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS, Price 2s. 

Magne Charta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 

late paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
ect wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5s, 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.p. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 5s. 


Wayfarer, The: Journal of the 
Socicty of Cyclists, Published at short 
intervals. Price 1s. The Numbers for 
OcToBER, 1856, JANUARY, May, and 
OcrToseER, 1887, and February, 1888, 
are now ready. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, 
with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng,, F.R.Met. 
Soc., &c. With 10 Hlustrations. Crown 
Svo, Is : cloth, ls. 6d. 


Westropp.—Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain; or, History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period, 
3y Hopnirk M. Westrorp, With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6d, 

Whist. — How to Play Solo 
Whist: Its Method and Principles 
Explained, and its Practice Demon- 
stiated. With Illustrative Spcciunen 
Hands in red and black, and a Revised 
and Augmented Code of Laws. a 
ABRAHAM S. Wivks and Cuar.es F, 
ParRvon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. 


Whistler's (Mr.) “Ten o’Clock.” 
Uniform with his “ Whistler v Ruskin: 
_Art and Art Critics.” Cr. 8vo, 1s. 
Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), 
Works by: 
Sclence Notes. See the GENTLEMAN'S 
MaGazineE. 1g. Monthly. 
Sclence In Short Chapters. 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth limp, with Ilusts., 2s. 6d. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 


Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 
Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of Darwmian and Allied 
Theories of Development. 3rd ed. 
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with 259 Ilusts., 7s. 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lelsure-Time Studles, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edit., with New Pre- 
face. Cr. 8vo, cl]. ex., with Illusts., 63. 

Studies in Life and Sense. With 
numerous I}lusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 

Common Accidents, and How to 
Treat them. By Dr. ANDREW WIL- 
SON and others, With numerous II- 
lusts. Cr. 8vo, 1s.; cl. limp, 1s. 6d. 


Winter (J. S.), Stories by: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 


Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends, 


Women of the Day: A Biogra- 


phical Dictionary of Notable Contem- 
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Wood.—Sabina: A Novel. By 
__Lady Woop. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 
Wood (H. F.)\—The Passenger 
from Scotland Yard: A_ Detective 
Story. By H. F. Woop. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68.; post 8vo, illust, bds.,2s, 
Words, Facts, and Phrases: 
A Dictionary of Curious, Qualat, and 
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eviezer 
Epwarps. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 78. 64. ; half-bound, 93, 
Wright (Thomas), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
Caricature History of the Georges. 
The House of Hanover.) With 400 
ictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Proad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. 
History of Cericature and of the 
Grotesque In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting, Profusely 
Illustrated by F,W. FarruHot,F.5.A, 
Yates (Edmund), Novels by: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Castaway. | Tne Forlorn Hope, 
Land at Last, 





Crown 
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NEW NOVELS. 


GN, ener ** penta 


A Strange Manuscript found In a | This Mortal Coll. 


Copper Cylinder. Illustrated by Gir- 
BERT Gaui. Cr. 8vo, 58, 


The Legacy of Cain. 


By WILKI£ 
Cottins. 3 Vols., er. 8vo. 


(Shortly. 


For Falth and Freedom. By WALTER | 


Besant, 3 Vols., cr. 8vo. [Shortly, 








By GRANT ALLEN. 
3 Vols., crown 8v0. 


The Blackhall Ghosts. 
TYTLER. 3 Vols., cr. 8vo. 


By Saraw 
(Shortly. 


Agatha Page. By Isaac HENDERSON. 
2 Vols., crown 8vo, [Shortiy. 





THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 


Popular Stories by the Best Authors, 


LrsrarRy EDITIONS, many Illustrated, 


crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 


BY GRANT ALLEN. 


Philistia. 

For Maimle’s Sake. 

The Devil's Die. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “JOHN 
HERRING.” 

Red Spider. | Eve. 

BY W. BESANT & $AMES RICE. 

Ready-Money Mortliboy. 

My Little Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 

This Son of Vulcan. 

With Harp and Crown, 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Cella’s Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

"Twas In Trafalgar’s Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years’ Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 


BY WALTER BESANT. 


All Sorts and Conditlons of Men. 
The Captains’ Room. 

All In a Garden Falr. 

Dorothy Forster. | Uncle Jack. 
Children of Gibeon. 

The World Went Very Well Then. 


BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 


Child of Nature. 

God and the Man. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 

Annan Water. The New Abelard. 
Matt. Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 

The Helr of Linne. 


BY HALL CAINE, 


The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 


BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Decelvers Ever. | Jullet’s Guardian. 
BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 


Sweet Anne Page.) Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 


MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 
BY WILKIE COLLINS. 


Antonina. The Frozen Deep. 
Basil. The Law and the 
Hide and Seek. Lady. 

The Dead Secret. TheTwoDestinies 
Queen of Hearts. Haunted Hotel. 
My Miscellanies. The Fallen Leaves 
Woman in White. Jezebel’sDaughter 
The Moonstone. The Black Robe. 
Man and Wife. Heart and Sclence 
Poor Miss Finch. ‘1! Say No.” 

Miss or Mrs. ? Littte Novels. 
New Magdalen. The Evil Genlus. 


BY DUTTON COOK. 

Paul Foster’s Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.,. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY AMES DE MILLE. 

A Castle in Spain. 

BY }. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady o 
Circe’s Lovers. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 

Archie Lovell. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON, 
Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 
King or Knave P 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE., 

Pandurang Harl. 

BY EDWARD GARKB&T7Z, 
The Capel Girls. 


PiccapiLLy Nove zs, continued— 
BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
What will the World Say P 
in Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart’s Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Loving a Dream. 
BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY FULIAN HAWTHORNE, 
Garth. 
Ellice Quentin. 
Sebastlan Strome. 
Dust. 
Fortune’s Fool. 
Beatrix Randolph. 
David Polndexter’s Disappearance. 
BY SIR A. HELPS, 
ivan de Biron. 


BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT 
Thornicroft’s Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 
That other Person. 


BY FEAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Free. 
BY R. ASHE KING. 


A Drawn Game. 
“The Wearing of the Green.” 


BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Number Seventeen. 


BY E. LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 

Under which Lord? 
“My Love!” 

tone. 

Paston Carew. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCARTHY, 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Lady Disdalin. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season 
Mald of Athens. 
Camilola. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame! | Written in Fire, 
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PiccapiLLy Novecs, cé#tinuéd— 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
Life’s Atonement. ! Coals of Fira. 
Joseph’s Coat. Val Strange. 
A Model Father. Hearts. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 
The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Cynic Fortune. 


BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 


Whiteladies. 
BY OUIDA. 

Held In Bondage. TwoLittleWooden 
Strathmore. Shoes. 
Chandos. In a Winter City. 
Under Two Flags. Ariadne. 
Idalia. Friendship. 
Cecil Castle- Moths. 

maine’s Gage.  Piplietrello. 
Tricotrin. A Village Com- 
Puck. mune. 
Folle Farine. Bimbl. 
ADog of Flanders. Wanda. 
Pascarel. Frescoes. 


Signa. [Ine. In Maremma 
Princess Naprax- Othmar. 
BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentile and Simple. 
BY JAMES PAYN. 


Lost Sir Massing- From Exile. 
berd. A Grape from a 
Waiter’s Word. Thorn. 
Less Black than Some Private 
We’re Painted. Views. 
By Proxy. The Canon’s 
High Spirits. Ward, 


Talk of the Town. 
Glow-worm Tales. 


Under One Roof. 
A Confidential 
Agent. 
BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentina. | The Forelgners. 
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 


BY CHARLES READE, 
it is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. | Peg Woffington. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. | Foul Play. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autoblography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. | ASimpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. Readlana. 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
The Jilt. 
Good Stories of Men and otnep 

Animals. 


BY MRS. }. H. RIDDELL, 


Her Mother's on ake 
Prince of Wales’s Garden-Party. 
Weird Stories. 
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Prccapitty Novets, continued— 
BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 
BY F#OHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
The Lion in the Path. 
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Margaret and Ellzabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. Sebastian. 
BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Maisie. | Cressida. 
The Violin-Player 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE., 
The Way we Live Now. 
Frau Frohmann. | Marion Fay. 


PiccapiLLy Novezs, continued— 
ANTHONY TROLLOPE, continued, 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel’s Progress. 
BY IVAN TURGENIEFYF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 


BY SARAH TYTLER 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride’s Pass. 

Saint Munge’s City. 

Beauty and the Beast. 

Noblesse Oblige. 

Citoyenne Jacqueline. 

The Huguenot Family. 

Lady Bell. | Burled Diamonds. 
BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER, 

Mistress Judith. 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


BY EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Follah. i 

BY HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carriyon. | Confidences. 

BY MRS, ALEXANDER. 
Mald, Wife, or Widow ? 
Valerie’s Fate. 

BY GRANT ALLEN. 


Strange Storles. 

Phillstia. 

Babylon. 

In all Shades. 

The Beckoning Hand. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP, 
Grantley Grange. 
BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Cella’s Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema 

"Twas In Trafaigar’s Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years’ Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 


BY WALTER BESANT. 


All Sorts and Conditions of 
The Captains’ Room. 

Al! In a Garden Falr. 
Dorothy Foreter. 

uncie Jack. 

Ghildren of Cibeon 


BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man’s Land. 


BY BRET HARTE, 
An Helress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Californian Stories. 
Gabrlei Conroy. | Filp. 

Maruja. | A Phyllis of the Sierras. 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 
The Shadow of The Martyrdom 
the Sword. of Madeline, 

AChlild of Nature. Annan Water. 

God and the Man. The New Abelard. 
Love Me for Ever. Matt. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 
BY MRS. BURNETT, 
Surly Tim. 
BY HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crimea. 
A Son of Hagar. 
BY COMMANDER CAMERON, 
The Cruise of the “ Black Prince.” 
BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON 
Decelvers Ever. | Jullet’s Quardian. 
BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 
BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonina. Queen of Hearte, 
Basil. My Miscetiinies. 
Hide and Seek. Woman tn. White, 
The Moonetena 
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Cueap Porucar NovELs, continued— 
WiIvkle CoLuins, continued, 
Man and Wife. Haunted Hotel. 
Poor Miss Finch. TheFallen Leaves. 
Mies or Mrs. ? Jezebel’sDaughter 
New Magdalen. The Black Robe. 
ens Frozen Deep. Heart ate Science 
caw andthe Lady. ‘“! Say N 
TheTwoDestinies The Evil Genlue 
BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. | From Midnight to 
Transmigration. Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 
MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 
BY M. 7. COLQUHOUN. 
Every Inch a Soldier. 
BY MONCURE D. CONWAY. 
Pine and Palm. 
BY pottoN COOK. 

Leo Paul Foster’s Daughter. 
ORY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
Thé Prophet of the Great Smoky 

Mountalina. 
BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 
Heer of Gold. 
BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The evengelers or, Port Salvation. 
MES DE MILLE, 
A Castle he Spain. 
BY }. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 
HARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. | Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby 
BY DICK DONOVAN. 
The Man-Hunter. 
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
A Point “ Honour.| Archie Lovell. 
BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS, 


EDWA RD EGGLES TON. 


"PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 


Fello? 
BY 


Polly. | Fatal Zero. 
Saventy-five Brooke otrege 
The Lady of Brantom 
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANOQUE. 
Filthy, Lucre. 

FRANCILLAN. 
Olympla. | Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. A Real Queen. 


BY HAROLD FREDERIC. 


Seth's Brother's Wife. 
Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE. 


Pandurang Har'l. 
Res AIN FRISWELL. 
One of Tw 


BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Cane! Girie. 


Cueap Poputar NovE Ls, continued— 
BY CHARLES GIBBON. 


Robin Gray. The Flower of the 
For Lack of Gold. Forest. 
What will the Braes of Yarrow. 


World Say ? The Golden Shaft. 
In Honour Bound. Of High Degree. 
In Love and War. Fancy Free. 

For the King. Mead and Stream. 
In PasturesGreen Loving a Dream. 
Queen of the Mea- A Hard Knot. 


dow. Heart’s Delight. 
A Heart’s Problem 


BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin’s Guests. | James Duke. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
BY FAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 
BY JOHN HABBERTON. 
Brueton’s Bayou. | Country Luck. 
BY NORE HALLIDAY 
Every-Day Pape 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice. 
BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY }. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
ane ae Eapr| 
Y JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Saver Sebastian Strome 
ElliceQuentin. Dust. 
Prince Saronl’s Wife. 

Fortune’s Fool. BeatrIx Randolph. 
Miss Cadogna. Love—or a Name. 
BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS, 

Ivan de Biron. 
BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY. 
The Lover’s Creed. 
BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 
BY MRS. habe HOOPER, 

The House of Ra 

BY TIGHE HOPKINS, 
"Twixt Love and Dut 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT, 

Thornicroft’s Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 
That other Person. 

BY FE a INGELOW. 
Fated to be Fre 

BY HARRIETT FAY, 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

BY MARK KERSHAW 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

BY R. ASHE KING 


“The pent ne ot the Green.” 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY 
Oakshott Spars 

Y JOHN LEYS. 
The Lindsays! 
Y MARY LINSKILL, 

In exshance for a Soul. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kembali. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas, 
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Crear Poputar NovELs, continued== 
E. Lynn LINTON, continued— 
The Wala Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the cam: 
“My Love.” lone. 
BY HENRY WW. LUCY, 
Gldeon Fleyce. 
BY JUSTIN McCARTHY, 
Dear LadyDisdain | MissMisanthrope 
The Waterdale Donna Quixote. 
Naighbours. The Comet of a 


My Enemy’s Season. 
Daughter. Mald of Athens. 
A Fair Saxon. Camiola, 


Linley Rochford. 
BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 
BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 
BY W. H. MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame. Fighting the Alr, 
A Harvest of Wild | Written In Fire. 

Oats. 
BY }. MASTERMAN, 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 
BY BRANDER MATTHEWS, 


CHEAP PoruLar Nove s, continued— 
BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL, 
Gentile and Simple. 
BY JAMES PAYN. 


Lost Sir Massing- 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentinck’s Tutor. 

Murphy’s Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman’s Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil’s Tryst. 

Clyffards of Clyffe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 

Walter’s Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

Humorous Storles 

Gwendoline’s Har- 
vest. 

£200 Reward. 

BY CL. 
Lady Lovelace. 


Like Father, Like 
Son. 

Marine Residence, 

Married Beneath 


m. 
Mirk Abbey. [Won 
Not Wooed, but 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon’s Year. 
A Confidential 
Agent. 
Some Private 
Views. 
From Exile. 
A Grape from a 
Thorn. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit: A Memory. 
The Canon’s Ward 
Talk of the Town, 
Holiday Tasks. 
PIRKIS, 


A Secret of the Sea. 
BY shay MIDDLEMASS. 


Touch and G 


Mr. Dorlilion. 


°o. | 
BY. MRS. sores ORTH, 


see Ne eS Recto 


YD CHRISTIE MURRAY, 


ALIfe’sAtonement 

A Model Father. 

Joseph’s Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

By the Gate of the 
Sea, 

Va! Strange 


Old Blazer’s Hero. 


Hearts. 

Way of the World. 

A. Bit of Human 
Nature. 

First Person Sin- 
gular, 

Cynic Fortune. 


1Y ALICE O'HANLON, 


The Unforeseen. 


Y MRS. OLIPHANT. 


Whiteladies. 


| The Primrose Path. 


The Greatest Helress In Engla and. 
BY MRS, ROBERT O'REILLY, 


Phoobe's Fortunes. 
BY O 


Held In Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cacil Castle 
malne’s Gage. 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Farina. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. [ine. 

Princess Naprax- 


UIDA. 


TwoLlittleWooden 
Shoes. 

In a Winter Clty. 

Arladne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune, 

Blmbl. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In Maremma, 

Othmar, 


BY EDGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of Marle Roget. 


BY E. C, PRICE. 
Valentina. | The Forelgners 
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 

Gerald. 


BY CHARLES READE, 
it Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. | Peg momngtorn: 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself In His Place, 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
Autoblography of a Thlef. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Simpleton. | A Woman-Hater. 
Readiana, The Jilt. 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
Good Stories of Men and other 
BY MRS. }. HW. RIDDELL, 
Her Mother’s Darling. 
Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. | Fairy Water. 
The Uninhabited House. 
The Mystery In Palace Gardens, 
BY F. W. ROBINSON, 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 
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Cueap Porutar Novexs, continued== 


Cueap Porutar NovEts, continued— 
MARK Twaln, Continued. 


BY 7AMES RUNCIMAN, 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmalgn’s Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 
BY W. CLARK RUSSELL, 
Round the Galley Fire, 
On the Fo’k’sle Head. , 
in the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
BY BAYLE ST. JOHN. 
A Levantine Family. 
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA, 
Gaslignt and rae oh pty 
Y JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
The Lion in the Path. 
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
oan Merryweather. 
argaret and Ellzabeth. 
The High Mills. 
Heart Salvage. | Sebastian. 
BY GEORGE R. SIMS, 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
The Ring o’ Bells. 
Mary Janc’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY, 
A Match In the Dark. 
BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysterles of Heron Dyke. 
The Golden Hoop. 
BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 
BY Rk. LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arablan a ae Prince Otto. 
BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cressida. { 


Proud Malale. 
Thea Violin-Player. 
BY W. MOY THOMAS. 

A Fight for Life. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE, 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE., 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay, 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
John Caldigate. 
By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress. 

BY 3. T. TROWBRIDGE. 

Farnell’s rae £ 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &, 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

BY MARK TWAIN, 


Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Abroad. 


A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 
of Europe. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Life on the Mississippi. 
The Prince and the pcurer 
BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER, 
Mistress Judith. 
BY SARAH TYTLER, 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride’s Pass. 
Salnt Mungo’s City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Lady Bell. | Noblesse Obfige: 
Citoyenne Jacquiline { Olsappeared 
BY 3}. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry ee Regimental Legends. 
BY &. F. Wooo. 
The ars from Scotland Yard. 
BY LADY WOOD, 
Sabina 
BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Foriorn Ho 
Land at Last. 
ANONYMOUS, 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 
POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS. 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By Bret 
HARTE. [Bret HARTE, 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By 
A Day’s Tour. By Percy FirzGERALD. 
Mrs. Galnsborough’s Diamonda. By 
JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
A Dream and a Forgetting. By ditto, 
A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. 
By CHARLES JAMES. 
Kathleen Mavaurneen. By Author 
of “That Lass o’ Iowrie’s,.” 
Lindsay’e Luck. By the Author of 
“That Lass o’ Lowrie's,.” 
pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 
Author of ‘‘ That Lass o’ Lowrie's.” 
Trooping with Crows. ByC. L. Pirxis 
The Professor's Wife. By L.GRraHAM, 
A Double Bond. By Linna Vitvart, 
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francition, 
The Garden that Pald che Rent 
By Tom Jzrroip, 
Curly. By Joun CoLeman, Illus. 
trated by J. C. DoLLMAN, 
Beyond the Gates. yy E.S. Puevrs, 
Old Mald’s Paradise. By E.S. Puevrs, 
Burglars in Paradise. ByE.S.PuHe rs, 
Jack the Fisherman. ByE.S.PHELrs. 
Doom: An Atlantic isode, By 
Justin H. McCartuy, MP. 
Our Sensation Novel. Edited by 
lustin H McCartny, M.P, 
Bible Characters. By Cuas. Reape, 
The Dagonet Reciter, By G. R. Sims, 
Wife or No Wife? By T. W. SpeicutT, 
By Devious Ways, By T.W.Spnian’, 
The Silverado Squatters. By R, 
Louis STRVENSON. 
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